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W rar heart ſo callois but holds as ſacred the 
tear of ſorrow ? What brow ſo ſtern but will relax 
at the cry of unfeigning miſery? That tear, that 
cry is mine. I have felt as many woes as ever 


tore the boſom of a Petrarch, and have ſtruggled 


with as many penurious calamities as ever agoniz- 


ed the ſoul of a Chatterton; will not then a 


generous public pardon my preſumption, when 


informed, that I woke my ſimple and unaſpiring 
reed, but to claim the obolum of commiſeration, 


and touch if poſſible the heart of ſympathy and 


kind concern. Whatever is wanting in ſprightlineſs 


of fancy, and fertility of genius, let the happier 


ſons of the muſes, forgive, I have here endea- 
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PREFACE, 


voured, and my endeavour is laudable, to add a 
little to what is neceſſary to the neceſſities of life, 
Reader be candid where you can—-I have my 


errors.—-But here is no ſound that can raiſe the 


bluſh of Virtue, or the frown of Religion, 


Eſſay on the Paſſions „ < = 


Hamet and Almena, an Oriental 7 ales 7988 
A Deſcription of Powis Caſtle and its 
Emſrons {= = i: 7 fe 


MrsceLLAntous PIECES... 


* 


On Reading tbe Charafer of Lady Clive 
The Day of Fudgment = = = = = = 
A Sonnet, written on the 7. 0 f Wellopool 
Church-yard = = = = = = + 
| Maria -—f $hetcb n= m.- - = = = 
Lines addreſſed to Mr. ny OP 
Sophia.—-A Fragment = = = - - = 


The Banks of the Severn = - = < 1 
%%% K 


n 


, um nn is i 
% o mtr Sat es 


%% ie fin» 


An Addreſs to Money = = = < = 
FF i Gia 


ST = Eo oe 
The Slave ,- = = = - my ». 
To a Female Friend, on Parting = = 5 
Ne Sigb and Tear „ 


Lines occaſioned by hearing the Rev. Mr. 
De Courcy, Ped 2 oh 


An Elegy, on the Death of a Horſe | RP, 


An ts to a * te e Ae 19G 


127 


139 


PAGE 
109 
110 


114 
116 


117 
122 


129 


132 


134 
136 


ESSAY 


THE PASSIONS. 
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Theſe and a thouſand mixt emotions more, 
Form'd infinitely various, vex the mind 
With endleſs ſtorm. 


Tnoursox's Seaſons, 
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ESSAY 


ON 


THE PASSIONS. 


W rar keen ſenſations ſhoot along the heart, 
What thrilling raptures thro' the boſom _ 
How Feeling s wheels irregularly move, 

From ſtormy Hate to more tempeſtuous Love; 
The raving frenzy of the fever'd brain, 

With all the. high pulſations of the vein, 

Be mine to ſing: to ſtrike with trueſt touch, 


Thoſe ſtrings of paſſions I have felt ſo much, 


Aſſiſt me, vt thro' all the vent'rous Fong 
And wake to lofty ſtrains thy active flame. 


Sublime to harmony the powers I feel, 


And heave this boſom to Enchantment's ſwell. 5 
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To thee Parnaſſus' laurel wreathes belong, 
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Thou warm'ſt the breaſt and fir'ſt the Poet's ſong ; | 
Thou firſt inſtruct'ſt me to attune my glow, 


And form'ſt my numbers to a genial flow; 


en — — 
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When woman roſe, in full luxuriance roſe, 

With all that virtue, all that beauty ſhows, 
Triumphant on mine eye ; when at her form, 
1 | Wild rapture gaz'd, and felt a Lover's ſtorm. 
Then panting wicht flutt'ring in each vein, 


| | I learnt to pour my ſoul into the ſtrain, 


Heart-honour'd damſel! glory of my theme! 


That angel lovelineſs, that knows no name ! 

Meek Julia! look complacent on my toil, 

I aſk no plaudit but thy dearer ſmile. 

Tho' | faint my pow'rs in the Aonian art, 

Yet when thy image ruſhes on my heart, 

Fir at thy form, enthuſiaſt at thy name, 

High ſwells the Lover's to a Poets flame. | 

Here fain the Mufe would cull eternal bays, 

Entwine for thee the, fadeleſs wreath of praiſe! | 
Oh ! 
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Oh! could I feel but that aſſuring flame; 
Which | Maro felt, and knew it to be fame; 
Thus would I fing—while Virtue ſhall impart , 
One winning grace to captivate the heart ; 
While ſpotleſs Innocence ſhall e er diſcloſe, 
A veſtal charm to emulate | the ſnows; _ 
Or robeleſs Truth be lovd. where'er ſhe tread— 
Thy name ſhall flouriſh and thy virtues ſpread. 
But vain, loy'd maiden! this preſumptuous note, 


A note that quivers, and as ſoon forgot. 


Here tho! no ſweets, no flow'rs Parnaſſian bloom, 
No ſtarry flights on eagle-pinion'd plume ; 
No living fire th' extatic Muſe reveals, 
No pompous. numbers and no ſwelling peals; 
Yet let not Cenſure's venenated tooth, | 
Condemn the labors of an hapleſs youth Ah 
| Faint ſings the bird when o'er the dreary waſte, 
Stern Winter tweeps with deſolating blaſt. 
Oer me Adverſity's chill tempeſts roll, 
Beat heavy on my youth, and n my ſoul, 
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Once in the walks of Academic ſhade, 


With brow ſolute and ſunny breaſt I ſtray'd ; : 0 


Then Frolic ſpun with filk each ſportive hour, 
Or Science wood me to her noiſeleſs bow'r. 
The ſcene how chang'd! full oft had I beheld 
The brighteſt ' ſun with ſudden tempeſt veil'd ; 
But ah! fluſh'd by the promiſe of my dawn, 
The fatal ſemblance I had never drawn 

Of life's viciſſitudes, with varying ſkies : 

Hope caſt her anchor, Genius ſhew'd his prize. 
The dream 10 oer the ſplendid morn o'ercaſt - 
Loud raves the tempeſt with redoubled blaſt, 
Toſt to and fro, my little helmleſs bark, 


Holds fruitleſs conteſt in the ſtormy daik. 


And muſt Affliction mark me for her own, 
Ere ſcarce four luſtres of ſhort life are flown ? 
Oh! dark futurity ! horrific Gght!-- =: | 
From thee I turn with ſorrow and affright. : 
Are theſe thy laurels ; Genius! this thy meed? | 


To know my every want—to weep—to bleed— | 
Still 
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Still keener pangs, more exquilite deſpair, 


With all the ſad pre-eminence of care? 

Is it for this with unremitting toil, - . 
My youth oft pales beſides the midnight oil? 
For this unwearied o'er the ſcrolls of time 
Hove por'd to cull the beauties of each clime? 


Alas : with Ignorance in her humbler vale, 


Would heav'n had link'd me to Contentment's fail. | 


From Sorrow's cup then had I never quaff'd; 
Nor Senſibility with barbed ſhaft, | 
Unpitying dealt her deep, her deadly blow, 
Nor this heart ſwoln with pregnancy of woe. 
Evil, that. dard een heav'n's all pure abodes, 
And thin'd whole ranks of angels and of Gods, 
Found weak reſiſtance from the pow'rs of man, 
Sure was the conqueſt, ere it yet began. 
Pleaſure and Vanity their banners ſpread, 
And vanquiſhed Virtue at their chariot led. 
Diſorder d Fancy too her ſhackles forg'd, 


And raven Cowardice on millions gorg'd ; 
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Then Ignorance diſplayd her vermil pride, 
And pert Seduction ſtrutted at her ſide. 
Beauty no longer with reſpect inſpir'd, 


Forbidden hope, forbidden pleaſures fird: 


Ambition mounted on his thick-ſpik'd car, 


And Hate and Diſcord thundered to the war. 


Duplicity with ſyren dimpled fmile, 

Held forth her blandiſhments but to beguile. 
And man deſpiſing Reaſon's nobler ſway, | 
Learnt every call of Paſſions to obey. 


"Thro' every ſhore theſe monſters ſought mankind, 


Shot with the ſun, and volley'd with the wind. 

No where could Innocence her realms ſecure ; 

Evils ſoon bndded and ſoon grew mature. 

Een Greenland's bleak and boreatic plains, 

Where undiſturb'd eternal winter reigns; 

Where the ſun beams with no creative glow, 

The Paſſions long have ſtained the virgin ſnow. 

Not all her ſtorms and ſempiternal ice, 

Could guard her coaſt from all vigorious Vice. 
ER Like 
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Like us laſcivious and with Envy fraught, 
They ſwell with Vengeance or with Rage grow hot. 
And what imports it if a fiſhes oil, 
Oc colour'd metal urge the bloody ſpoil. 
Laſt, to complete the whole the Paſſions faw, 
Their altars riſe with reverential awe; 

| Beheld with pride where Adoration fum'd, 

And all the Goddeſs or the God aſſum'd. 
And ſtill they tyrannize, for tho' no more, 
Their temples ſwell, nor reek with human gore, 
Yet ſuch their ſtable ſway, theſe mighty Gods, 
In human breaſts have fixed their drear abodes, 


Six princely Paſſions o'er the reſt exert, 
Superior ſway and lord it o'ver the heart. \ 
Here Love controuls with abſolute domain, 
| Speaks in the eye, and vibrates in the vein. 
There Hatred with abhorrent viſage ſpurns 
The hideous object, or indignant burns. 0 | 
Now ſunny Hope, when darkling tempeſts riſe, 


Her anchor weighs and points to brighter ſkies. 
| | Now 
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Now trembling Fear all fanciful and weak, 


Untwiſts the fibres, varies on the cheek. 


Prolific Joy her ſmiling influence ſhows, . 


| And fills the boſom with electric throes. 


And Grief unſluices all her founts of care, 
Raves in the wring, or melts into the tear, 
From theſe, what feelings numberleſs proceed, 
Thick as ſolſtitial ſwarms, a myriad breed. 


In vain the Muſe would every motion count, 


Or trace each feeling to its proper fount ; 


As well purſue each fibre in her ſtrain,' 


And range thro' all the lab'rynths of the vein. 


So quick, ſo latent thro' the heart they wind, 
With ſuch ſtrange complicated mixtures join'd ; 


Such different forms and protean ſhapes they claim, 


That numbers cannot count or language name. 


Senſation is the hinge on which they roll, 
And ſerves when true to generate the whole. 
Sweet Senſibility! all potent force! 
Exhauſtleſs ſountzin ! ever living ſource ! 
Ot 
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Of all | that lively joy moſt precious deems, _ - 


Or all that coſtly. in our ſorrow ſtreams. 

'Tis thy divinity that moves within, 77 
Glides thro' the vein and lives in every ſtring. 
Beyond myſelf thoſe generous. pangs I feel, 

No thought. can image and no look reveal. | 1 
Impreſs d by thee the tyrants callous heart, 1 | 
| As froſt work melts, when vivid ſunbeams dart, 

Diſſolves to pity—tributary ſighs | 

Succeed, with all the charms of melting eyes. 

Nor is thy energy to few confin'd, | 
To all it ſpreads around of human kind. — | 4 
The rougheſt peaſant can a portion claim, 
It works in all, tho' not in all the ſame. „ 
For ſome kind Nature wove a web divine, 
And ſpun their thread attenuately fine; 
Melted each pow'r in fair refinement's mold, 
A poliſh'd, ſeraph temperament of ſoul. | 
Her baſeſt droſs to others ſhe conſign'd, "m1 
A barbrous growth of body and of mind; 


C Features {#3 
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.1- 8 Features that never meant, and fouls that creep 
Like Lethe's flood, inanimate as ſleep. 

O! what the fleclings of ſome lowabred ſwain, 
Who plods with apathy the flow'ry Plaln, 


| Whoſe thoughts ne'er learnt beyond his farm to ſhoot, 
1 Dull and inſenſate as the goaded brut; 

8 * . who o'er the ſelf-ſame beauteous page FAY 

Fl | Of Nature's volume, with diſcernment" ſage, 

| þ Rolls the reflective eye, and wakes the Une, | : 

; 3 To pathos or morality divine. 

we Who finds a ſemblance for each blooming flow r, 

| And in the daiſy ſees almighty pow'r. 


Mark where the ſexton wih unheeding ſpade, 
Unlocks the chambers of the filent dead, | 
No moralizing thoughts arouſe his ſoul, 
The joke his moral, and his pride the bowl. 
And mark where Gray the church-yard path along, 
Paints the departing day, with doric ſong; { 
Imbibes refleQion from each mould'ring ſtone, 
Draws the true friend and tells us he is gone. 
Let 
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Yet boaſt riot hence ye learned, that ye poſſeſs, 
Alone, the lambent flame of tenderneſs. 
Tis Nature gives the warm, the feeling heart, 
No child of ſtudy, no reſult of art, 190 
When inmate ſympathy and feeling ſhines, Ts 
All art is vain, and learning but reſines. 
The clown who o'er his tragic ballad hangs, 
Sees beauties there, and feels ſymphonious pangs; 
' Unnumber'd charms appear in every Hineß 
Sacred the ſong and every rhyme divine. | 
The milk-maid pleaſed ſome ditty ro rehearſe, 
Looks mutual love, and loves along the verſe. 
Or when the ſtrain bids ſome fair youth adieu · 
What Pathos then! nor Siddons half ſo true. 
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Myſtericus Love, in every circling age, 
Has fill'd the ume and ff pird the page: 
Has rapt the bard to more than mortal thought, 
Guided the pencil and the ſtatue wrought. 
And ſtill unknown, unfathom'd, u nexpreſt, el 
Breathes from all lips and throbs in ry breaſt. 
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And what is love? with man 'tis frenzy, fire; 


Her boſom pants, on ſomething to be kind, 


To be the mother or th' endearing bride. 


| When the grim nunnery ſwallows up her prey, 


( 12 ) 


A fever of the ſoul, a mad delit e. 
With woman ſentiment---a chaſten d throe 


A philanthropic warmth---a tender glow. 


A kindneſs waſting in the breaſt confin d. 
She longs ſome lover's conſtancy to bleſs; © 
Or conſtitute a huſband's happineſs.” 


T” increaſe our pleaſures or our pains divide, 


Delightful Love! there are who have deſpis d 
Thy gentle ſway, and all thy ways chaſtis d. 
There are, who leave thy paths beſtrew'd with flow'rs, 
To waſte in cloyſter'd walls their penſive hours. | 


Thus in thoſe climes where low'rs Papal ſway, 


When avarice leads the virgin to its gloom, 
And cruel laws have rivetted her doom, 
The nations ſhout---triumphant madneſs fings--- 
A {aint---an angel thro' all Popedom rings. 
What 


t 


Tho' Reafon bid each revelling paſſion reſt, . 


 Exult in being, triumph in the ſkies? 


This laugh of hell, this antipode of ſenſe. 
O ye by Nature's better leſſons taught! 


4 
What tho! her tender youth. know no deſire, 
Tho' her breaſt cheriſh but devotion's fire; 
Tho” on the world ſhe caſt no longing eye, 
Tho' thought ne'er ſicken at the life-long tie: 


Tho' her hand only wanton on her breaſ t: 8 i 
And grant, what never happen'd, Virtue role : EL 
From mad reſtraint, irrevocable vows; 
Yet why exult ? is it that ſtratagem, 

Has changed creation's end and aim? 

Is it that cruel celebacy has enchain'd, 

What heay'n for love and freedom had ordain'd ? 
Is it that heroes periſh in their birth, 

Relipicn wears her broad unmeaning mirth ? 
That ſome illuſtrious line muſt never riſe, 


Juſt God! why this device! this madneſs whence, 


Who in her academic walks have wiſdom ſought, 


Say 


( 14 ) 
Say what beheſt of heav'n more clearly prov'd, 
Than that to love and in return be loved. 
Elſe why thoſe charms, that edcnstteg grac, 


That decks the frome; luxuriztes on the face? 
Thoſe ſeraph features, that celeſtial mien, 
Which to be lov'd, need only but be ſeen ; | 
Thoſe rights eternal of fair beauty's pow'r,, 
When ſaints, and ſavage at her look adore, © 
God conſecrated firſt that ſacred glow, , 


Shall virtue then to virtue rife a foe? 


Profane! ** to love“ firſt ſound from the ſkies, 
eee eee, 


Thoſe 8 who are damn'd with hearts of ae 
With breafts of adamant not born to feel, 


Hearts that no human miſery could move, 
Will mock the weakneſs of impaſſion'd love. 
Weakneſs that cheriſhes the lambent flame 


Of tenderneſs and each ſublimer aim. 


This gives the firm reſolve, to hearts that ſlide, 


Exalts the lowly, and debaſes pride. 


_ C 5 } 

By this the daring libertine is awed, 

The man of feeling lifted to the god, 
The tenderneſs of ſpmpathy refin'd, 
The partial rapture wiſhful to be kind; _ 
The warmth of fancy, the enliv'ning fire, 

The undiſſembled glow of fond defirez | | = 

This, this is love: this in the dawn of time, 4 
Inform'd the breaſt-yet undefild by crime. 

Nature alone her equal laws diſpens'd, 
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| Love's gracious empire, no confinement fenc'd, _ 
Beauty tho' poor beheld her altars flame, 
Affection ſpoke and worth his only claim. 
No money pilfer'd what the will denied, 
No intereſt tore what tenderneſs had tyed. 
Love then reveal'd but for herſelf, her fire, 
Nor woo'd ſubſervient to a rigid ſire. 

No falſe denial, no fictitious fluſh, „ 
Ape'd artleſs Chaſtity's unfeigning bluſh. 1 
Love had no rules, knew no Ovidian art, 

The faithful lip interpreted the heart. 


Pleaſure 


( 16 ) 
Pleaſure and Virtue ſoftened every pain, 
The flood ran taintleſs thro' each purple vein, / 
No poiſon flow'd hereditary rut, 4 
Of ſome iniquitous parental root. 
No cares conſum d, no mantling wines inflam'd, 
No ſauces piqued, no eaſe idalian tam d; 
Then pompous grandeur never clogg'd deſire, 
And marriage then was but a mutual fire. 
Unchanging love bound faſt the unſtrain'd will, 
A word the contract and a kiſs the ſeal ; 
No jealouſy look'd round with frantic air, 
No cant-ey'd Argus watch'd the lovely fair; | 
Affection anſwer'd, needs no vigil hoſt, 
But is when guarded, then unguarded moſt. 
Ere fince, but few retain the harmleſs ways, 
Of infant ſeaſons and primeval days. | 
O Innocence ! unfaſhionable name! 
Amid the maze of vice, extinguiſh'd flame ! 
Where art thou fled? where now thy ſcarlet fireak, L 
The mantling red confuſion of thy cheek ? | 
The 


1H) 
The timid eye, the modeſt tongue and mien, 
That winning ſweetneſs fearful to be ſeen, 
The heart ſuſceptible of pureſt love, 
Will not around from maid to maiden fove ; 
To one alone he ſtints his glowing fire, 
And her prefers to all the female quire ; 
Her happineſs beyond his own he ſeeks, 
All ties forgoes, thro” all incitements breaks | 
And if Aſſurance buoy him on her wings, 
O! what are trials or life's afpic ſtings. 
When dampt by ſorrow, or by orief depreſt, 
And wan Deſpondence cankers in the breaſt, 
One glance conſentive, one approving ſmile, 
Can every torture, every care beguile. 1 
Sweeter than Mulſcs molt harmonics note, 


From her mellifluous lips the numbers float: 


How ſoars, how fi nks his ſoul along the ſtrain! 


He dies in tortures of harmonions pain. 


Imagination's never ſleeping eye, 


Ever n ber nen  [ymmetry, 
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Watches her every ſmile, her every-Bghsc: in od 
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For her * he bears to live, or dares to die“ 


Nor think ye innocent incautious fair Kenne 
Th' intrepid look the unembarraſſ d air, N 
The rapt effuſions in continual flow, 
Of ſome unmeaning and unruffled beau, 
O deem not this true love mere pomp of words, 
That gaiety or impudence affords.  __ 
But love, true love embarraſſed airs reveals, 
A down his check. the timid tear drop Reals; 
When &er the faſcinating. nywph appears, 
How beats his boſom with conflictive cares! 
He ſighs—he fain would den, yet fears t' offend, 
| | | Half form'd the ſentence falls, that dares commend. 
F | Transfix'd with anguiſh, 3 od a thouſand ſtings, 
| = He weeps and looks unutterable things.” 
} And oh! ye youth of Albion' 8 maid-grac d iſle! 
Who live mid charms and baſk in beauty 8 mile, 
1 Oh! fly from Proſtitution's loathſome haunts, | 
Fly, fly the ſpot where ſyren Pleaſure chaunts. 
f | Fly 


( "9 ) 
Fly from her look, her ſnare concealing ſmiles, 
Her mien, that beckons to her fatal iſles, 
All fair ſhe ſeems, all comely to the eyes, 
Winning her form and ſcemly all her guiſe, 
As on ſhe gaily waves, but in the rear, . 


What hideous forms, what ghaſtly ſhapes appear! | 


10 wito would Wealth with all her bauble toys, 
Enſure that happineſs, that love alone enjoys. 
Thrice is ſhe wretched, who alone for gold, 

Barters a heart to Love's fine feeling cold ; 

Tho' deck'd with all the rubies of the mine, 

And grac'd with all a court's reſplendent ſhine ; - 
And ſhe thrice happy tho' in cottage pent, 

Whom Love alone could win to kind conſent ; 

She in the circling arms of youthful grace, 
While mutual rapture. twines the ſweet embrace, 

Can taſte what wealth, what worlds could never buy, 


Connubial joys! the envy of the ſky. 


And yet beware if happineſs you chace, 
Leaſt raſh*ye ruſh in Poverty's embrace. 
2 For 
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For Fancy oft with eye deluſive views, 
Ideal forms, and ſhadowy viſions woos, 
With playful pencil draws th' unreal ſcene, 
Of gilded proſpe&ts and eternal green, 


Love with her ſweets, attendant horrors brings, 
So flow'rs moſt beauteous, bear the keeneſt ſtings, 
Infernal poiſon, jealouſy diſtills, > 
And all the ſoul with mad diſtration fills. 
With ſtabs redoubled it ſhall pierce the heart, 
Smile at the bloody work and lick the dart, 
Shall ſpur the mind inſane to raſh deſire, 
Of combat, or to ſuicide inſpire. 
This like the ſerpent crawling in the train, 
Of all our pleaſures, all their comforts ſtains. 
Who truely loves, tho! exquiſite his heart, 
And bleſt with every dignified deſert, 
This natural timidity will prove, 
And all his boſom beat diſtruſtful love. 
A rival who can bear? the very ſhade, 
Will ſpoil our comforts, and our hopes invade. 
OR Ry With 


1 | 
With ſelfiſh mind to blot another's. name, 
Decry her beauty or his worth defame, 


Thro' Nature's variegated forms to pry, 

With faultful dark malevolence of eye, | 
This is not jealouſy, but envy's ſpleen, 

Of all the paſſions of the heart moſt mean. 
But ſouls refin'd, by love congenial form'd; _ 
The fiery breaſt by fierce affection warm'd ; - 
The ſoul that tend'reſt ſympathy extends, 
And with a dearer ſelf its powers blends ; 

Who knows no joy but to participate, „ ; 4 
The every pang, the every wound of fate, | | | 
With trembling life the horrid war muſt bear, 
Of keen inquietude and jealous fear. 


And Abſenſe too with agonizing heart, | 
Torn from its vital and its better part, 


Impatient mourns. Mute i is the ſprightly tongue, | | 


Or tun'd to woes, prolongs the doleful ſong. 5 | 
The pallid lily, all the cheek o'er ſpreads. | 
And on the heart the canker ſorrow feeds. Es 
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The icy fang of torpid anguiſh chills, © 
The vital ſource that all his ſyſtem fills. 
His paly eyes deſponding ſorrow damps, 
So thro' ſepulchral vaults expiring lamps 
Appear—ungracious Pleaſure's ſtrains, 


While ſtern deſpair each withering ſenſe enchains, 


Now on the vacant air he bends his eye, 


And parleys with each breeze that paſſes by. 
Where glides the rill Iuſorious thro' the mead, 
In careleſs ſort, the reſtive youth is laid ; ; 


And o'er the ſurface drops the frequent tear, 


To eaſe the load immenſe of grief ſevere, 


Now Perfidy preſents her purpled darts, 
Wet with the fountain of ten thouſand hearts ; 


Here let the Muſe exert her generous flame, A ets 


A pitying tear for weeping honor claim. 


He pleads for Virtue, who for woman pleads, 

Stab but the one, and lo! the other bleeds. 6 
The female cauſe is Virtue's faireſt boaſt, 7 | 

And he who beſt ſupports it, merits moſt, 

: e | And 


( 23 ) | 
And what, ſhall feeble artleſs woman groany 10 
And ſhe ſome generous advocates not. nnd 1 
Shall woman bleed by him ſhe leaſt expects, 
By man the falſe protector of the ſex? ?; 
Will ſilent ſcorn ſuffice, or ſilent hate, 
Shall we to act, heaven's tardy thunder, wit? 
No Virtue is not yet ſo timid, frail, 
But ſhe can ſhow her ægis and her mail ; 
cal the red vengeance from a father's throne, (_ 


* « 


And frown confounded inſolence to ſtone, 
When fair beguiled Innocence expires, 

Faded by Perfidy's deceitful fires, 

Oh! then by every pow'r above, forbear 

The look contemptuous, and reproachful iner. 

Nature is frail, and weak the human heart, 

And ſtrong is flatt'ry ſeconded by art: $32, 

Tempting but ſlippery is the lake of vice, | 

And many faulter on the guileful ice. 


Then o'er a ſiſter's fate compaſſion heave, . 
Pity her ſtars, and if thou canſt, relie de. 
| | Think 


( 24 ) 

Think thou like her hadſt liſtened and hadſt an 
As free a victim to Deluſion's ſpell; 

Y | | Had Vice to thee fo nicely tun'd her air, 

l | o ſweetly warbled, look d ſo heav'aly fait, 

| At leaſt let humid" penitence prevail; 


What griefs cortode, what triple ſtings affail! 
Know, vice is vice no more, when it has' known, 
Th' emaculation of a heart- fetch d moan. 

Nor, O ye parents 1 baſterdize the child, 

Whom Vice has tempted; Paſſions falſe beguild ; 
Think heav'n relents—one tear will there ſuffice, 


One true Peccavi from diſſolving eyes. 


Small is the triumph of the chaſte pure heart, 
That ne'er withſtood the bland ſeducer's art: 
Solid and white is Mauritania's now. 
While yet the burning orb forbears to glow." | 
Nor let the female breaſt exult with pride, 
| | | Till it has brav'd example's rapid tide; 
is The faſcination of falt Pleaſure's fille, 5 
| ö | And Flattery's inſidious harpy wle: 
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The heart where purity unſullied dwells, . 


Stranger to art, but ſeldom marks her ſpells: 


Few advocates has Innocence to claim, 


When Slander blazons her unfriended name. 


Deteſted Calumny! that rides the winds, 
Taints every ſpot, and every corner finds! 
More by the tongue have been untimely ſlain, 


Than ever periſh'd on th embattled ran; ; 


Than ever yet were doom'd to feel, 


The raging tempeſt of the warrior's ſteel: 

Her merc'leſs arrowy rage has drawn more blood, 
Than ever dyed Scamander's purple flood; 

Than ever delu g'd Gallia's rebel thore, 


When madly. free, ſhe ſwam in loyal gore. 


Bleſt is the man, the woman doubly bleſ, 
That never r felt her dagger i in the pe 


O! Love? ! how multiform thy bleſſings riſe; 


What numerous relatives confeſs thy ties! 


Thou ſtrong bitumen of terreſtrial joy! 
No ſtorms can ſhake, or time bimſelf deſtroy. 
- E 


| What 


( 26 ) 


What feeling parent were he doom'd to chooſe, 


An ample fortune, or a child to looſe, 
Would not undoubtful to the offspring cleave, 
Reſign a fortune; nay, an empire leave? 


Or urg d by dire neceſſity, and fate, 


Should the impaſſion'd parent heſitate, 


Would not one ſweet imploring look prevail, 


One liſping word preponderate the ſcale, 


! ²˙Ü¹ꝛ;ů Rn... 


3 | In Nature's favor? —Aſk the mother, poor, 
Diſtreſt, tho” meagre want beliege her door, 
While the dear infant at her boſom clings, 
And on her cheek its playful arm it flings, 
If ſhe would give, uncertain of its fate, | 
The darling treaſure for the wealth of ſtate? 


How ſtrong the hymeneal bond of Truth! 
That cheer of age, that bleſſing of our youth. 
When love and confidence without diſguiſe, 


Beam with kind mildneſs from each others eyes. 


i For them the morn delicious pleaſure waſts, 


For them more charming far, the meadow laughs. 


"Or 


4 7 ) 


For them in whiſpers ſoft, on downy wings, 


Favonius warbles, and the linnet ſings. 


In playful fondneſs ambling round their walk, 
A bloomiug group indulge the laugh, the talk. 
A thouſand tranſports, joys for ever new, 

In ſoothing dalliance charm the happy few. 


For them Endearment prints her {ſweeteſt kiſs, _ 


And fills the meaſure of all earthly bliſs, 


Come, Joy! with dimpled ſmile and debonair, 


Come with thy ſkipping train, ſo young and fair! 5 


The loves, the graces, and the feſtive hours; "IE 


Come, phantom of delight! with mirthful flow 18, 


Oh! hither Goddeſs haſte ! with bounding feet— 


With her thro? every wood 
She's gone—my momentary rapture dies, 


Again to Melancholy's fang a prey, 


I yeild to her hereditary ſway. 


Of all the Paſſions notic'd in life's leaf, 
How wide the empire of tyrannic Grief! 


E 2 


She comes ; I bleſs her ſmiles, her preſence greet. 


but ſee ſhe flies 


Who 
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Who of a thonſand days can reckon one, 


Unmarked by woe, or the repentant groan? 2 
Where is the man ſo bleſt, ſo haply born, 
Whoſe heart ne'er feſterd with Affliction's thorn? 7? 


How fades the world, with all its gilded j joys, 
To penſive Melancholy's loathing eyes! 
How loves the ſoul from the coarſe gaze to ſhrink, 


In deine her bitter cup to drink! ; 


To give the heart- emitted flood to flow, | i 
And ſuckle all the family of woe: 3 50 

While Memory with retroſpeRtive view, 5 

Traces the paſt, and acts each ſcene. : anew ; | 

And Senſibility, beſet with cares, 

The woeful preſent with the paſt « compares; : 
Nay &en the ſhadow of receding bliſs, 

Is dear—dear as the lover's parting kiſs: 


So looks the pilgrim at the laſt faint tints en 


Of cloſing day, while chearful Hope imprints, | 


The kind idea, that it will again 
Return, to light him thro' the vale of pain. 


- 6 a9 ) 
Indulge thy grief; but yield not to deſpair; | /- 

Nor to her frantic ſteel thy boſom bare. 
Within the horrors of a vaulted tomb, 
Enſhrin'd in night's impenetrable gloom, 
On ebon throne, begirt with human blood, 
And mangled limbs, in dire diforder ſirow'd, 
Sits Suicide, His features grimly fell, 
Look like the dark malignity of hell. 
A barbed poinard in his right he holds, 
His left a cup of poiſnous draught infolds, : 
Which ever and anon he taſtes, Deſpair 
With limbs diſtorted and with eyes that glare, 
One fide ſuſtains, and on the other ſits | 
Infernal Envy's form; her cheeks with pits 
Of wrinkled depth deep ſunk: around the ſhrine, - 
Two monſtrous ſnakes their horrid lengths entwine: 
Their eyes like comets beam a frightful light, = 
Glimm'ring deſtruction thro! the tenfold night. 


But Hope, tweet Hope, with phantacies the while, 
Cheers the ſad heart with animating ſmile, 


Pent 
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| Pent in his grate, the child of ſlavery, | 


Oft at his door will lift—a hopeful eye: 
Tho' many a notch beſpeak his priſon'd days, 


And many a ſun in vain his orb diſplays, 


vet never-dying hope! propititious pow! 


Informs the cell, and antidates the hour, 
When ſpringing forth to life and light again, 
Triumphant Liberty ſhall looſe his chain. 


Hope medicates innumerable ills, 
And with ſalubrity the goblet fills. 
Without thee what could man? what but thy beam, 


Could make him bear the locuſt ſwarms that teem, 


Of woes unnumber'd in this earth-pent ſtate, 
And oft oppreſs for human ſtrength too great? 
Veil but thy face, withdraw thy ſunny ray, 
And lo! Deſpair ſtraight faſtens on her prey. 
With thy omnipotent ſupport, man braves 


The world's loud tempeſt, and o'erwhelming waves. 
A fiery pillar thou! the road t' illume, 
Of darkſome life, and care's no&urnal gloom, 


And guide us thro' the labyrinths of time, — 
Here 


( 3r ) 
Here fain the Muſe thro' Bedlam's dreary caves 


Would rove, and paint each paſſion as it raves ; 


Where loſt to all of life, the eye may trace, 
Diſjointed Miſery thro? her every maze. 
There fierce Diſtraction gives her cries, her ſkrieks, 


Here calm Deſpair with inward torture reeks; 
Hark! Anguiſh murmers her unmeaning tone— — 
Now penſive Sorrow heaves the hollow moan— 
What ghaſtly phantoms crowd into the view! 
Such forms een Superſtition never drew. 

Now ſilence reigns thro! every cel. once more 
Tne looſen'd Paſſions burſt with wild uproar 
And now it dies into the little air, 

The heart-drawn tune of unreſtrained care— 

Now Reaſon ſhows her lucid beam awhile, | 

And frantic Laughter melts into the ſmile: _ 
Such, ſuch the flaſh that angry heav'n divides, 
Shewing the horrors that grim darkneſs hides, 


But turn from ſcenes like theſe, my frighted Muſe ! 


To Pity's empire, and her lovlier views. 


How 
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We love, we hate, we weep, we hope, we fear. 
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How ſtrong the tides that ſocial boſoms ſwell ! 


Nor &en will ſympathetic grief ſuffice ; 


She bends, and flutters in delirious trance: 


( 32 ) 

How wide, how wonderful th' attractive ties, 
That link the heart in ſecret ſympathies! _ 
As round the changeful ſcenes of life appear, 


Nor yet for ſelf the keeneſt pangs we feel. 1200 
For other's woes, more genial tears will ſteal. 
Thou tender martyr of condolence! tell, 


Did e' er thy ſoul ſo true to nature's tone, 
So deeply weep for ſorrows of thine own? 


Imagin'd pains, fiRitious woes will riſe, Vs 
How often at Imagination's call, 
Will ſighs aſcend, and ready torrents fall ? | 


Obferve the aid as o'er the falſe romance 


Her throbbing breaſt concordant meaſures keeps, 
Now laughs with rapture, now with anguiſh weeps, 
See how each feeling, on her face pourtray'd, 
Abforbs the reader, and o'ercomes the maid. 

How 


How 


| ( 33 ) 

How ſew alas! whoſe eye the core prevade, ' 
Of genius folded in Concealment's ſhade ; l | * 
Whoſe thrilling boſoms delicately chaſte, 

Own the dear ſympathies of kindred taſte ; 
To Merit's lengthen'd plaint, entender'd, fond, 


| Whoſe eyes will moiſten, and whoſe hearts reſpond, . 


And ah! how many in Fate's horrid wars, | of 


Or ſink oppreſt, or count their numerous ſcars ; 

Who long Misfortune's arrowy rage withſtood, 

And in the conteſt ſpilt their heart's beſt blood ; 
Till tired, exhauſted, without friendly aid, 44 | 
The ſoul to ſome lone covert flies diſmayed, 

There in {low waſtings ſighs herſelf away, 

And ſinks unnotic'd to th? oblivious clay; 


And then perchance with tenderneſs too late, 


We fain would help the wretched viRim's fate: 


Vain impotence of right ! we ſigh, we mourn, 


Beſtrew his grave, and decorate his urn, 


O ye! whom Fortune on her flow'ry breaſt, 
With ſweeteſt muſic lullabies to reſt! 


( 34 ) 


Ye, at whoſe fide attendant Plenty ſtands, | 


With pleniſh'd cornu, lifted to your hands! 

Tho' birth with roſes all your paths has ſtrown, 
And tho' eſtranged to ſorrows of your o-πõπ n, 

Oh! think on thoſe who combat with the weight, 
Of heavieſt ſuffrings, and malignant fate: 

Oh! think on thoſe whom Wants diſtreſsful ſing, 
Whoſe hapleſs breaſts inceflant ſtruggles wring: 
Full many a boſom heaves the ſilent groan, . 
And many a tear-drop falls unſeen, unknown. 
Or if thy heart, like Howard's beats benign, 

Fly to the haunts where families repine ; 

Fly to the widow, to the orphan fly, 

There blend the ſocial tear, the ſocial figh! 


Tho' dark the ſhadows that benight the world, 


N : 
And Folly's flag triumphant ſtream unfurl'd; 


And tho' Duplicity her maſk will ſhow, 
And Apathy preſent her friged brow ; 

Yet ſtill has Feeling her excluſive reign, 
And an gel Charity her meek-eyed train: 


| Witneſs, | 


eſs, 


( 35 ) 
Witneſs, that band, * the pride of Ocean's iſle, 
As yet Benevolence's kindeſt ſmile; 
'Tis theirs, to bid young Merit's tendrils ſhoot, _ 
And ripen all their bloſſoms into fruit; 
To ſave from preſſing Poverty's controul, 
The thoughtful nurſling, and imform his ſoul: 
Who freely give, yet never ſound the deed, 
Nor claim a plaudit for Compaſſion's meed. 
Extatic Hope! as more ſhall Genius ſtrive, 
With want calamitous, nor fear to live; 
No bard deſpondent tear the lyric wire, 
No ſuture Chattertons for want expire ; 
No ill- ſtar'd youth be doom'd to bloom in vain, 


No Otway raiſe the unrewarded ſtrain, 


O Charity ! thou maid of heavenly line, 
With bluſhing graces, and with look benign! 
Tho! yet alas! for me thou ne'er haſt fetch d 
A friendly ſigh, nor hand in pity ſtretch d, 


Thou yet perchance may'ſt raiſe my drooping head, 


May'ſt ſooth my cares, and give my daily bread ; 


. Or 
* The ſociety lately eſtabliſhed for the relief of babe genius. 


( 36 Y 
Oer human frailties ſpread a ſhadowy veil, 
Huſh Envy's whiſper; and Detraction's tale. 
Some foſt'ring hand the youthful mind requires, 
To wake its pow'rs and kindle Genius' fires'; 
So Spring's young flow'rs the ſolar ray demand, 
And ſo the plant the gardner's foſtring hand: | 
The ſmalleſt bud when ſcreen'd from Winter's frown, 
Expands its ſilken leaves with odors round; 
While the tall oak, that ſpreads its giant arms, 
Unſhelter'd to the biting ſweep of ſtorms, - + 


In naked poverty awaits the year, — 


Feeling becomes the image of a God; 
Man without feeling is a brute—a clod, 
The heart ſuſceptible, the ſoul hes; 

Is affectation to the vulgar mind; | 

The generous glow, th' enthuſiaſtic trance, 
Are term'd the viſions fu Wind romance: 
Their hearts devoid of ſympathiſing chords, 
No dear vibrations to the touch affords; 
No ſoft emotions and no fine-tun'd thought, 


No ſoul to heavenly delicacies fraught. 


(37 ) 


To miſcroſcopic eye too dazzling ſhines, 

i The luſtrous poliſh that the ſoul refines ; 

Too weak their optics for the ſtarry height, 
Their wings too feeble for the lofty flight. 

To form alliance with the neighbring woods, 
Sprout with the trees, and warble with the 8 
To judge between ſterility and bloom, 

The bluſh of morning and the midnight gloom, 
To taſte the breeze, luxuriate on the ſky, 

And roll o'er natures charms a phrenzied eye; 
Is this romance? a viſionary joy? 

No 'tis an angel's s bliſs; - 2 bliſs without alloy: 
A bliſs from ſublunary droſs refin d, 

The life of being, and the mind's beſt mind. 
Let Stoics unſuſceptible diſclaim, 
Aſſume Philoſophy's celeſtial name ; 

And in affected, but fictitious ſtrain, 

Vaunt their dull apathy, their icy vein; 


Be mine the pang acute of tenderneſs, : 
And mine the ſoul that ſhudders at diſtreſs. 


C 3 ) 


Juſt heav'n ! how is the human ſoul debas'd ! 


Belied each dear emotion, or eras'd ! 


Tis ſure belied; for who but has confeſt, 


1 The ſea of paſſions raging in his breaſt? 
| [ il Not always with unruffled ſmoothneſs ſleep, 
j l The boundleſs chambers of the mighty deep ; 
. 


Not always in Eolian caves confin'd, 


Hufh'd to unceaſing ſtillnefs is the wind. 
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4 By In vain the nymph from worldly ſcenes retires, 

Fl j | Io quench in convent damps her hopeleſs fires ; | 
| | Still midſt the murky gtoom, and living grave, 

| 5 The tear will drop, and warring tumults rave. ; 
i} | In vain the hermit, in his deep profound, 
ö | Flies Pleaſure's kiſs, and ſhuns the giddy round; 
| [ Tho' Virtue pour her incenſe-breathing ſtrain, 
FA And Reſignation chill the icy vein ; | 


Tho' frigid Stoiciſm boaſt her calm, 
And cold Religion chäüittt her ſainted Pain pM. 


Yet ſtill at times, emboſom d ſtorms will riſe, 


Mad as the ſeas, and thund'ring as the ſkies, 


ow 


( 39) 


Of joy and ſorrow the alternate ſlave! 
Th' extreme of either made too frail to bear, 


Bleſſings too dazzling, or too bleak deſpair, 


For nobleſt ends the Paſſions were deſign'd, . 
By Prudence curb'd, and Reaſon's bit confin'd : 
They thro! each ſtage the faltring mortal bear, 


And prop him vigorous thro' each duteous care; 


By their kind influence, laborious toil, 


Amid herculean hardſhips wears a ſmile ; 
But when ungovern'd every bond they looſe, 


When ſpur'd to wrong, or prompted to abuſe, 


_ *Tis then they prove the ſprings of every pain, 


And Woe and Miſery inhuman reign ; 


They then to Reaſon, but vain wiſhes leave, 


8 And give to Virtue, but the pow'r to grieve. 


Unbridled Paſſions rend each ſacred tie, 


Arm rebel man, and God himſelf defy : 


No right, or human, or divine ſecure, 


Eſcapes their brutal inſolence of power: 


( 40 ) | 

Not with ſuch frantic tempeſt Etna raves, 
Nor boils tuch fury from Veſuvian caves. 
Each guſt of Paſſion then to order quell, 
All but the ſoften'd heart's awak'ning ſwell, 
The {well, that but enlivens, not diſturbs : 
The guſt, that Feeling gives and Reaſon curbs. - 
Like Zephirs ſhould the Paſſions vent inte, | 
In wholeſome motion, leaſt the maſs ſtagnate, 
Nor calm, nor tempeſt fits the ſcuding fail, 

But the briſk ſpirit of the breathing gale. 


Thus in primeval life, ere Vice had birth, 
Ere yet Aſtrea took her flight from earth ; 
While yet meek Innoctnce, unknown to fears, 
Smil'd it o'er man, and told her golden years, 
The Paſſions then enchain'd to juſt controul, 
Kept the fair equilibrium of the ſoul ; 
Each juſt-pois'd feeling ſhew'd its tuneful pow'r, 
And if it thrill'd, it but delighted more. 


Reaſon, awake, and potent held her ſeat, 
And aw'd each rebel paſſion to defeat, 


(6 

No ſenſeleſs Anger flaſh'd the flame of hell, 
No dark Revenge conceal'd her venom'd ſpell; 
No Flatt'ry worm'd her to the artleſs breaſt, 
No haggard Diſcord wav'd her towring creſt ; 
No wild Ambition toſs'd her lighted brand, 
Nor War with human blood imbrued his hand. 
The heart was then the fair, the ſole domain, 


O'er which man ſcepter'd, or &er wiſh'd to reign, 


Nor can my youthful muſe her precepts give, 
How beſt with Paſſion's tyranny to ſtrive; 
In vain would ſhe balſamic Truths convey, 


Herſelf too oft to Paſſion's ſnares, a prey. 
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ORIENTAL TALE. 


Linstex ye votaries of intemperate youth! 
To the bland diQates of celeſtial Truth: 


Ye faithful ſons of Righteouſneſs! rejoice: 


And pallid Vice! attend to Virtue's voice, 


Where partial Nature laviſhes her ſtores 
Of choiceſt favors, on Circaſſia's ſhores, 
The young Almena watch'd her fleecy care, 
Of all the faireſt rural nymphs moſt fair, 
Her form, like ſome celeſtial ſhow'd divine, 
Tall and majeſtic as the mountain pine: 
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( 46 ) 
From either eye tranſlucent luſtre ſhines, 
Beyond the diamonds of Golconda's mines ; 
And ſoft her temper as the gentle wind, 
That ſ portive {weeps the ſpicy groves of Ind, 
Each blooming ſwain, each youth enamor'd ſtrove, 
To win by every kind device, her love, 
But ſtrove to win in vain ; her heart, her mind, 
To virtuous Hamet only was inclin'd ; 
Hoamet the valiant, generous and learn'd, 
Whole rigid breaſt at every folly ſpurn'd ; 
And who in ſpite of Penury's keen ſtorm, 
_ Still follow'd Virtue thro' her every form. 


Tho' born where beauties thick as ſun-motes glow'd, 
Io fair Almena's charms alone he bow'd. 

Well pleas'd each parent view'd the growing fires, 
While friendſhip link'd the venerable fires. 


The roſy hours ſtole un perceiv'd away, 
And fond conſentment fixed the bridal day. 
Man's bliſs how tranſient ! for with all the thought 
Of now approaching happineſs befraught, 
Farther 


- 


<( a7) 

Farther than ſhe were wont, th'-enraptur'd maid, 
With her gregarious gameſome charge had ſtray'd, 
Shrill blew a horn—ſhe look'd—ſhe pal'd—ſhe bluſh'd — 
A band of youths from out the thickets ruſh'd ; (4 
Among them one of ſtatlieſt port was ſeen, 
A prince in habit, and a prince in mien ; 
With glitt'ring diamonds ſhone his turban's wreath, 
With rubies flam'd his ſymeter's broad ſheath ; 
His penetrating eye that fierceneſs fir'd, 
'Th' attendants round with diſtant awe inſpir'd. 
Mid lowly reeds as ſtands the king of wood, 
So mid his train the haughty Oſmyn ſtood, 
He gaz'd licentious—trembling with alarms, 
He ſeiz'd the virgin in his daring arms; 

And plac'd the ſhrieking burden on his horſe, 
In pompous triumph, and purſued his courſe, 
In vain invok'd ſhe Alla's ſacred name, 
And dear Humanity by every claim, 

But deaf to every call, the ſwooning maid, 


He to a neighb'ring hamlet ſtraight convey'd, 


Hamet 
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Hamet unconſcious of the dire event, 


Like her, on now approaching bliſs intent, 

With filial love his father to regale, 

Had rang'd the woods and ſcower d the winding vale, 
But oh! how look'd the youth with wild affright, 
When no Almena met his homeward ſight, 

Thrice round the cot, with raving ſteps he flew, 

But no Almena yet appear'd to view. 
Diſtracted, mad, he haſten'd to the (pot, 

Where rov'd her charge, but ah! he found her not. 
In ſolitary rambles o'er the plain, 

Her bleating care, implor'd the maid fa vain. 

As flies with Ugra ges ſpeed the wounded hart, 
His fide till reeking with the deep-fix'd dart, 

He ran ; call'd on her name, and night and day, | 
Unwearied urged his wild, uncertain way: 

From Caucaſus imperious frigid brow, 

To where the mighty waves of Tygris flow. | 
Five moons had changed, and now the ſixth appear'd, 


Yet nought had Hamet of Almena heard. 


Deſpondent 


( 49 ) 
Deſpondent Reaſon yields, the paſſions rave, 
And bear him onward to a ſhelter'd cave. 
Stretch'd on the ground, his ſtreaming eyes pervade, 
The narrow cell, the ſubterraneous ſhade. 
Hope points no longer thro' the miſts of fate, 
To final pleaſures and a better ſtate ; 

But dark Deſpondency conceal'd the goal, 
And fill'd with deadlieſt horror all his ſoul. 

The ſcymater in phrenzy of diſtreſs, 

Was lifted high, and point'd to his breaſt . 

Hold Suicide! thy murd'rous aim forbear ! 

Shook thro' the cave, and ſmote his daunted ear. 
So from on high the mighty Alla ſpeaks, 
And ſuch the roar when heav'n confliftive breaks, 
An aromatic fragrance fill'd the cave, 
Around the undulating odors wave; | 
Beyond the frankincenſe of Mithra's ſhrine, 
Where ſoft perfumes from golden cenſors twine. 
A form divine advanced his heart veins freeze, 
And fear diſorder d quivers in his knees. 1 
| H Thro 
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Thro' all the vetaducts a chilneſs ran, 


When thus the heavenly meſſenger began. 


Thou ſon of Sadi ! hearken and be wiſe; 
Juſtice am I, the offspring of the ſkies : 
Friend of the friendleſs, guardian of th' oppreſt, 
The orphan's father, injured Virtue's creſt, 
Ariſe by me inſpir'd, and undiſmay'd, 

The craggy clifts of arduous Virtue tread, 
Ariſe! fly to Iſpahan, there thou'lt find 
Thy maid, in the ſeraglio confin d:. 

But if undaunted thou wilt ſtill incline, | 

To Wiſdom's voice, the virgin ſhall be thine,” 
He ſpoke—Alla was praisd, the genius fled; 
Impatient Hamet to Iſpahan ſped, 

Mithra now blazon'd with redundant ſheen, 
And fre'thning Zephirs kiſs'd the blue ſerene, 
As when from downy neſt the woodlark ſprings, 
Salutes the morning, and his matin ſings, 

Een ſo did Hamet o'er the meadows fly ; 

And prais'd th' all bounteous regent of the ſky. 


Love 


( 52 ) | 

Love wing'd his ſteps, and Hope his ſoul entranc'd, 
And all his heart with bounding rapture danc'd. 

As thus with wild celerity he flew; + my | 
A paſſing ſage his fixt attention drew. 
His beard more white than is the driven ſnow' 
Swept down his boſom, to the zone below ; 
His wrinkled, yet majeſtic ſtately brow, '- 
Show'd as a field juſt furrow'd by the plough; 
His eyes refin'd with more than mortal fire; 
A ſtaff too prop'd the venerable ſire. 
The youth encourag'd by his aſpect bland, 
Approached elate and graſp'd his aged hand. 
Concordant converſe now beguiPd the hours, 
As on they journey'd to Iſpahan's towers. 
As ſinks the Nile when o'er its ſurcharg'd bed, 
Its waters to th' adjacent meadows ſpread, 
So Hamet found that eaſe, that kind relief, 


As in the ſtranger's breaſt he pour'd his grief. 


The lofty domes now gliſten'd to the fight, __ 
And mock'd the ſun with artificial light, | 
H 2 Behold 


| ( 88 3 
Behold my ſon, the hoary fire replies, 


The royal city now before vs lies ; 

Here ends thy journey, but not here thy care, 
Thy utmoſt fortitude muſt now appear. | | 
Revenge will ſwell thy breaſt with wild intent, 
And Rage with hurricanes thy ſoul torment. 
Luxury diſplay her flow'rs, and feeble Hope, | 
With mad Deſpair in dire contention cope. a 
I 0o combat theſe, the path of right purſue, _ 
„And all that Virtue dictates dare to do,“ 
Kind, and unmindful of inglorious ſtrife, 
Commit thy veſſel to the ſtream of life; 

Let Reaſon guide, and Truth's propitious gale, 
To ſhores of bliſs ſhall fafely waft thy fail. 
Fear nor the low'ring aſpect of the ſkies, 

Nor all the ſtorms Adverſity may riſe, 

O'er all thy deeds while honor ſhall preſide 
Thy friend is Alla, Juſtice is thy guide. 

With theſe Iniquity ſhall melt away, 

As wax diffolves before the ſolar ray. 


„ Thie, 
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46 True, Sire! when Alla guards“ replied the youth, 
In vain would artifice engage with truth; 

But haſt thou then forgot youth's ſanguine 9988 | 
The odd conſtruction of the human frame? | 

Has thou forgot the bubbling of the pulfe, 

The fiery paſſions that our age convulſe? 

E'en now I feel Revenge, ſhould I behold, 
The hated Oſmyn in his arms infold, - | 


My lov'd Almena's form—without controul, 

This faulchion ſhould avenge a deed ſo foul ; 79 8 
Deep in his heart—** Hold ! hold ! raſh youth,” rejoin'd 
The hoary-headed ſage, Revenge is blind, 

That Oſmyn, is thy prince, the only ſon, 36} 2 
Of him who fills with ſplendor Perſia's thine; 

Let this ſpeak ſilence to thy boſom's ſtorm, 

And loyalty reſtrain the fury of thine arm. | 

% True,” cried the youth, fire blazing in his eye, 

« Of loyalty I own the ſacred tie; 

But ſhall the purple regal robe conceal 

The blackeſt crimes, and 1 not lift this ſteel ? 


And 
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And ſhall Allegiance ſacred make the head 


Of him, who robs the virgin from my bed? 
Of men, were Monarchs lifted o'er the reſt,- 


To be of all ſociety the peſt? 


| No- to his dignity he adds diſgrace, . 


And rank diſhonor to the royal race. 

When guilt atrocious roves, I know no ties; 
He lives to vice, and my allegiance dies. 

Be mine t' avenge the weakneſs of our laws ; - 


Revenge is juſt, when righteous Wie ul 


% But yet, O Hamet,” ſaid the penſive ſage. 
Let calmer thoughts thy headlong ire aſſuage. 
Bridle thy paſſions in their rapid courſe, 

As does the parth ian ſwain his foaming horſe. 
Philoſophy with mild enduring it: 

Shews Truth's reward, and bids thee perſevere. 
* Do good for evil” is Religion's cry, 

And points to juſtice ſmiling in the ſky. 


Oſmyn, 'tis true, with inſolence of might, 


las cancelFd Juſtice, and uſurp'd thy right; 


But 


WE 

But wilt thou act like him? to glut thine ire, 

Wilt thou from Equity's fair bounds retire? 

O! no, my ſon, be prudent, and be juſt ; ' 

O God there is, and in that Godhead truſt, 

Tho' 'gainſt thee hell, with all her force combine, 

Yet heav'n with all her myriads, are thine. 

And while undaunted thou ſhalt keep the field, 

Almighty, Alla, is thy ſevenfold ſhield. 

Firm ſhalt thou ſtand, as ſtands the iſland rock/, 
The war of waters; and the ſea's worſt ſhock. 
And know, if ill to Virtue thow'lt incline, - 

With ſteadfaſt hope, the virgin ſhall be thine.” 

He ſpoke—his azure eye empyreal luſtre ſheds, 

A vernal bloom his aged cheek o'er ſpreads ; 

Ere& and manly roſe his bending form, 

And every limb diſplay'd a heavenly charm ; 

Beneath his feet tranſparent vapours move, 


And lift him to the choral ſeats above. 


The proſtrate youth in piety ſincere, 
To Alla pour'd his grateful foul in pray'r ; 
FIR And 
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And riſing, ſpirited by heav'nly force, 


Thro' ſplendid Iſp'han took is doubtful courſe, 
Mean time Almena wretched and forlorn, 

Was ſtraight to the imperial palace borne. 

In vain the mountains echoed to her ſhrieks, 
Vain ſtream'd the tears a-down her lovely cheeks ; 
O'er Zembla's rocks ſo falls the guſhing rain; 
But Pity wept, and Virtue call'd in vain. 
Corroſive grief, and Memory's ſharp thorn, 

Had pierc'd her heart, and all her beauty worn, 
So falls the bloſſom at an eaſtern blight, 

So droops the flow'r when chilling tempeſts bite. 
Six months had Oſmyn at her piteous prayer, 
Promiſed her trembling innocence to ſpare : 

In hopes her paly cheeks might reaſſume, 


Their former colour and their wonted bloom. 


The ſun now glimmer'd on the weſtern hill, 
The caravan and commerce buſtled ſtill; 


From Pleaſure's court ſoft ſymphonies reſound, 


Loud ſhouted Mirth, and Sorrow's voice was drown'd: 
. Vet 


„„ 
Yet Hamet not unmindful of his maid, 
Watchful, along the royal gardens ſtray'd ; 
Near where a lake adjoins the realms of love "Oat 
There ſought concealment in a near alcove. 
Reviving hopes, alternate fears contend, 
Thoſe awed their robes, and theſe the texture rend. 
As bends the reed with every paſling wind, 
So ſhook with varying paſſions Hamet's mind. 
Fancy would draw Almena's matchleſs grace, 
Sunk in rude Oſmyn's dillolute embrace ; 
Bloated Revenge, with loud command, then bade 
Him urge the foe, and graſp the deadly blade; 
He graſp'd—when lo! Deſpondence pale 
Aroſe, and told her lamentable tale, | | 
Of bliſs irrevocable—ever flown— 
And ſheath'd his ſword, & ſmooth'd his dreadful frown . 
Amid theſe conflicts of kind Hope and Fear, 
The ſound of footſteps reach'd his liſtening ear. 
Nou Hope prevail'd ; “ The happy hour is come,” 
| He cried, * that ſeals perhaps my future doom; 
I ” | That 
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That gives me to behold Almena's charms, 


Compreſs'd in Olmyn's execrated arms: _ 

O! glorious moment: when this faithful ſword, 
Shall with the Monſter's guſhing blood be gor'd, 
Yet no, Revenge, I can, I dare forego 
Thy ſenſeleſs madneſs ! I'm thy victor now; 
And Fortitude is mine.“ Scarce had he ſpake, 
When lo the Emperor approach'd the lake; 


Two lovely daughters on his arms reclin'd ; 


Th' imperial guards at diſtance move behind; 


Grace {hap'd his brow with dignity of ſtate, 
His form ere&, and manly all his gait. 


The royal maids inflam'd with filial fire, 


In ſoft endearment hung upon their ſire ; 
And while enraptur'd they ſurvey'd the ſtream, 
To Alla's praiſe they laud th' harmonious theme. 


Alas ! how fleeting is terreſtrial bliſs ! 

How ſhadowy joy ! how rapid pleaſures kiſs! 
Een now while peace, by the mild hours careſt, 
Waves o'er the lake, and ſmooths its wat'ry breaſt, 


From 


(IF 3 
From out the waves a huge dire monſter ſtarts, 
And on the ſhore with eagle ſwiftneſs darts: 
With woven ſcales like Egypt's tyrant bound, 
And flaming eyes that lighten horror round ; 
Ararat echoes as the monſter roars, 
And volley'd ſmoke from either noſtril pours. ; 
In vain the guards oppoſe ; in ſhivers round, 
The harmleſs lance fell pointleſs. to the ground: 
Already had he reached the Emperor near, 
The guards had fled, the virgins ſwoon'd for fear; 
Then furious Hamet haſten'd to their aid, 
A huge rough ſtone the place of arms ſupplied, 
And while with couchant readineſs he lay 
With jaws expanded to receive his prey, 
The ponderous marble thunder'd on his head ; 
"Twas Hamet threw, the mighty Alla ſped. | 
His eyes were cruſh'd—his ſinews crack da flame 
Of burning pitch, from out his noſtrils came, 
The Monſter 'mid vaſt torrents of black gore, 
| Reſign'd his ſpirit with a hideous roar. . 
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Amaz'd with dread and almoſt petrified, 
The Emperor, his youthful guardian ey'd : 
As the lone ſeaman 'ſcap'd the watry death 
From ſome high rock, ſees ocean roll beneath, 
So look'd the ſovereign—his eager eye 
Beheld him as a meſſenger from high: 
Articulation had forgot its pow'r, 

And all his ſoul was prompted to adore. 
| Now crowds. of warriors, and of chiets, advance, 
Among them Ofmyn with extended lance: 
When at the ſight unruly tumults ſwell'd, 
Thro' Reſchid's boſom, which he barely quell'd: 
Yet fearful leaſt mad anger's gath'ring fire 
Might overbear, requeſted to retire. 
No, youth!“ the Sophi cried, © thy merits claim 
More panegyric than my tongue can frame; 
A fairer querdon, than my power can grant: 
Yet if within my kingdom lies a a want, 
Or a requeſt, that Perſia can conſign, 


Ariſe, and name thy wilh, that wiſh is thine.“ 
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% O mighty ſovereign! riſing Hamet cries, 


Let now a ſlave find favour in thine eyes: 

Far, far, be pomp, with all her dazzling joys, 
And far be avarice with her ſplendid toys : 
I to no Satrap's, viſier's pow'r aſpire, 
A nobler object forms my heart's deſire: 
The royal Oſmyn from my wiſhful arms 
Has torn Almena of angelic charms, _ 
To this thy palace, from Circaſſia's ſhore; _ 
Grant this demand, the much-lov'd maid reſtore . 
O! then, the blaze of pomp, the frown of grief forgot, 
With her I'll ever bleſs my happy lot: | 
Thy fame ſhall echo thro” Circaſſia's meads, 

And Gratitude make vocal all our reeds,” 

7 Thy boon is thine,” the Emperor replied, 

« And bleſt the hero, who can ſpurn at pride - 
Whoſe humble wiſh, the paſtoral cottage bounds ; 
Whom love enlivens and content ſurrounds, 
„ Behold,” continued he, © behold my ſon, 

The youth, who by his ſingle arm alone, | 


Laid 


pg 
3 Wa 


„ 


Laid yon amphibious horrid monſter low: | 


To him thy father and thy ſiſters owe 
Their lives preſervd when evety guard had fled, 
This youth undaunted to our ſuccour ſped 8 
By thee, O Oſmyn ! be his valour paid, 
By giving to his arms the lovely maid, 
Whom late thou ſeizedſt in Circafſia's chace : 
To gratitude, let ſofter thoughts give place,” 
Had then Meduſa's head, its horrors ſhown, 
And ſtar'd his every vein to hardeſt ſtone, 
Not more a ſtatue had fix'd Oſmyn ſtood ; 
Confuſion, Malice, with their ſnaky brood, 
Uſurp'd his mind ; and while ſubmiſſion ſeem'd 
Her love, his ſoul the blackeſt purpoſe eher 
nee. true,” cried he, with blandiſhment of ſpeech, 
7 Such ſervices no eratitude can reach. 
To morrow Hamet ! ſhall the maid be thine; 
To night with us on regal couch recline.” 
He ſpoke, and preſt him to his faithleſs heart: 
Thus the Ryena with diſembled art, | 
| The 


/ | ( 63 ) 

The human voice will nicely imitate, ' 
And draw th' unwary pilgrim to his fate. 
| Now to his room the furious Oſmyn flies, 
Deſpondent love's wild reaſoning in his eyes. 
Malice and Rage in loud clamations broke, 
Round rov'd his circling footſteps as he ſpoke. 
% Where now the fond ideas I enjoy d? 
15 every hope of happineſ: s deſtroy'd ? 
Am I the royal Oſmyn? I the ſon 
Of him, who fits on Perſia's ſplendid throne? 
I ſicken at the thought th' illuſtrious name 
But tears my ſoul with anguiſh and with ſhame. 

O Royalty! and muſt thy power yeild, 
Io the low ruſtic, plodder of the field? 
To live I wiſh not every joy is paſt— 
And every hope expires at Sorrow's blaſt _ 
Oh! dear Almena! are thy matchleſs charms ; 
By a rude peaſant ſever'd from my arms, 
And cannot I, a Prince, thy form regain ? | 
Oh! deep Diſtration ! and Oh ! Rage of pain! 


Beneath 


WO 
Beneath Affliction's hand I ſink—I fall 


Curſe on thee Virtue! thou haſt wrought it all:“ 
As yet he ſpake, with fierce malicious frown, 

He ſunk enervate on the ſofal down. 

Bagoas enter'd, favorite eunuch he! 

The fawning ſon of ſervile Flattery ! 

For he had heard his maſter's frantic rage, 

And wiſh'd the tempeſt of his ſoul t' aſſwa "OY 

« Royal and mighty Prince! ſome timely eaſe 
My care may give,” he ſaid, and claſp'd his knees. 
« Permit Bagoas to partake thy grief, 

Perhaps thy ſlave may find a kind relief.“ 

« Relief” the raging tyrant cries, * is vain, 
Till to theſe forlorn arms reſtor'd again, 

Almena be my own“. Full will J grant,” 
Replied the artful crouchin g ſycophant, 

«© By open force t' accompliſh thy deſire, 
Would but arouſe thy father's warmeſt ire : 

Yet ſubtler art, the want of force ſupplies, 

To fly to art, when prowels fails, is wiſe, 


And 


. 

And tho! reſiſtleſs in the raging ſigit, 

A hot of warriors, fall. before his might, 
Yet can the poppied juice with vengeance ſuxe, 
His downfall haſten, and effe& thy, cure. 
Een 1, thy feeble ſlave, ſoon as ine | +1, 
of morrow's Orience hall beſpeak the day, 
Will Hamet ſacrifice by Gmpleſt pelt. 
Beneath whoſe. arm the ſcaly monſter fell, 


3 
ITT 


— 


« Go,” cried the Prince, joy bright'ning in his eye, 
His kindling cheek deep fluſhed with rapture's die, 
« And ſhould ſucceſs thy ſtratagem attend, | 
Olmyn is thy awarder and thy friend.” 


Hamet mean time partook the royal feaſt, 
Prais'd Alla's goodneſs, and retird to reſt. 
O! heavn how unreſtricted are thy ways! 
How ſhines thy goodneſs with unſetting blaze ! ! 
In vain 'gainſt Innocence does hell colleague 


With ſyren Vice, and weave the dark intrigue. 


Scarce in heav'ns portals had the notes fun, 
With ſplendor, his diurnal tour begun, 
K | And 
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And Hamet hail'd with oriſons his flame, 
When falſe Bagoas to his chamber came, 
Kindneſs and Affabilfty were feen 

In all his look, and moved in all his mien. 

« Undaunted Patriot!“ with a dimpling ſmile, 
He cried, and blandiſhments of luring guile, 
„Let mutual friendſhip bind our ſouls in one, 
And let this wine the friendly compact crown,” 
With that he offer'd th' envenom'd bowl. 
Suſpicion ficken'd now in Hamet's ſoul : 

No, gen'rous ſtranger! I refufe thy draught, 
With wine my friendſhip is not ſeal'd or bought; 
To me does Abſtinence familiar ſeem, 

My fav'rite beverage is the limpid ſtream: 

But thou on lap of courtly luxury plac'd, 
This wine nectarious with delight may'ſt taſte, 
Bagoas trembled with embarraſs'd pain, 

To drink was death, nor 8 8 to refrain. 
Guilt and Aſtoniſhment, with fear combin'd, 


Ruſh'd like o'erflowing Ganges on his mind. 


| 6 

A deadly ſhiv'ring every limb poſſeſt, 

He ſunk aground, with conſcious guilt oppreſt. 
„Pardon,“ O Hamet! cried the wretch, in fear, 
As now with naked faulchion he drew near, 

* Pardon iniquity not all my own, 

And let confeſſion for my guilt attone. 


By Oſmyn's order I this moment come, 


With poiſon'd goblet to effect thy doom; 


But heav'n the righteous favors—now attend 
And vengeance ſhall await thy royal fiend, 
Behold this ſcroll—its lengthen'd folds contain 
The names determin'd of a courtier train, 
Who with myſelf have ſworn to the diſgrace, 
The death, of Sadi and his hated race. 
Forgive, forgive my crime, and this ſame hour, 
Such is, you ſee, the fulneſs of our power, 
The diadem from head unworthy torn, 
The brow of Virtuous Hamet ſhall adorn. 


«© No, monſter!” cried the youth— 
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Snatching the paper from his trembling hand, 
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( © ) 
Think not t' eſcape ſuch deep-laid villainy: 
A victim to avenging Virtue, die.“ 5 5 
He ſaid, the pond'rous ſword tempeſtuous fell, 
And plung'd his foul to Phlegeton and Hell. 
Hamet with rage, with indignation fraught, 
Left his apartment and the Emperor ſought. 
He found him ſeated on imperial throtie, 855 
With golden ſceptre—on his right his ſon; 
With purpled Emirs, Viziers, Satraps round, 
Diſpenſing equity thro' Perſia's bound. gay 
Reſchid approach'd—-retir'd the ſuppliant crowd ö 
Thrice to the Emperor he proftrate bow'd. 
, For ever on my Sovereign's ſacred head, Kale 
May bright Profßeffty her ſunbeatns fhed 5 
May ne'er Misfortune with her opaque cloud, 
The luſtre of his num'rous virtues fhroud; 
Be Faction's demons, Treaſon's tends wppreft, : 
Let proud Rebellion hide her tow'ring creſt; 
For know O Sovereign! at this inftant hour, 
Th' infernal hag had robb'd thee of thy por. 

Yes 


{590 Oo 

Yes Olmyn! he, whom late thy ſpite employ'd, 
Thee and thy father would have both deſtroy'd : 
To this long ſcroll of treacherous names attend, 
And then O Prince! to Virtue's influence bend.” 
„ do, I do;” repentant Oſmyn cried ; 
% By every bond of Amity allied, 
Henceforth I'll ſeek by kindneſs to efface, 
The memory of guilt's envenom'd trace ; 
Almena ſhall be thine”—he ſaid and preſt, 
The noble Hamet to his grateful breaſt, 
Surrounding crouds in wild amazement ſtare, 
And loud applauſes rend the ambient air : 
And while the ſtriy gs the rebels necks entwin'd, 
Hamet was to his dear Almena Join'd. 
Learn hence ye ſons of Pow'r! and headlong youth! 
That man's beſt Glory is immortal Truth! 

At Virtue's frown, be Vice's banners furld, 


And Faith reſplendent blaze throughout the world. 
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% It would be an hereſy committed againſt the beauties of 


| the creation, to leave Wales without viſiting the ſeveral delicious 


domains, that appertain to my Lord Powis and his Family.” 


PraTT's Gleanings, Vol. 1. Letter xii, 
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DESCRIPTION 


OF 


 POWIS CASTLE 


ENVIRONS. 


_— 


| Wuanur Admiration in delirious trance 
Beholds thy ſcenes, or with bewilder'd glance, 
Sweeps o'er each grace that decorates thy ſhores, 
Where ſmit Conviction gazes and adores ; 
O Cambria ! with no tepid glow be mine; 
To vent my adoration at thy ſhrine, 
To join the chorus of thy votive train, 
And chant thy beauties in poetic ſtrains, 
Oft has the pencil's {kilful touch diſplay'd - 
Thy cliffs romantic, and thy floods potrtray'd ; 
| L. | Oft 


( 74 ) 
Oft has Deſcription loiter'd in thy vales, 
And proſe-clad Rhetoric ſwell'd thy praiſe, O Wales! 
Yet wilt thou not deſpiſe the humbler ſtrain, 
That ſings one ſpot of thy enchanting reign. 
Thus while ſonorous muſic fills the grove, 
And louder raptures o'er the meadows move; 
Perchance within ſome bower alone, remote, 1 
The little Robin pours his ſcarce-heard note; 
The tuneful ſoftneſs cheers the ſpot around, 


And liſtning filence hails the dearer ſound. 


What time the morn with oriental glow, 
Had tipp'd with gold the Realt's aſpiring brow ; 
And Sol forth iſſuing from the gates of day, | 
Lets fall a bright, and ſtill a brighter ray; 
What time prolific teeming Nature ſhews, 
Her richeſt ſoliage and her deepeſt hues ; | 
And bluſhing Summer in full radiance flings 


A thouſand graces from her fragrant wings ; 


And warbling birds attune their little throats, 
To wildeſt melody, and loudeſt notes; 


(5 


By Contemplation led, the mount ſublime, 
With thoughtful and meand'ring ſtep I climb, 
And oft I wearied pauſe—as oft the eye 
Impatient turns to drink the ſpreading joy : 


The ſummit's gain'd—Gods ! what a bliſsful fight ! 


How flits my ſoul with tranſports of delight ! 


O joy! or do I dream? or do I ſoar, 


On Frenzy's wing to Fancy's fabled ſhore? 


Or has my ſpirit leſt its clay-built dome, 

And winged its flight to its celeſtial home? 
Where ſhall the thirſty wildered eye repoſe? 
And where ſhall Rapture's weary pinions cloſe? 
From mead to mead, from hill to hill ſhe flies, 


To where, to landſcape fades into the ſkies. 


There proudly tow'ring o'er the vale below, 
The caſtle * lifts its antiquated brow : 
Enchantment's antient ſeat, her rural court, 
And Valor's proud, invulnerable fort. 

L 2 1 
* Powis Caſtle. 


{39 9 
Its turrets built with majeſty ſublime, 
Are made to bear the gathering ruſt of time: 


Since firſt it roſe three hundred ſuns twice toll'd, 
Have in their annual rapid circles roll'd ; 

Of adamantine ſtrength, nor feebler grown ; 
And firm the cement as th' unchillell'd ſtone, 
In lofty pride exultive to the ſkies, 

Its ivy cover'd battlements ariſe ; 

And till encircled by a rich domain, 

It ſmiles the miſtreſs of the ſubje& plain, 
Th' unnumber'd cottages beſprinkled round, 
Within the circuit of its happy bound, 

Speak more than panegyric's loudeſt chord, 
Its kind, illuſtrious, hoſpitable Lord. 

The happineſs of all the raſtic train, 

Who dwell beneath this beatific reign, 
Confer a luſtre on a noble name, F 


That oſtentation might behold with ſhame, 


I ſtrike 


+ About the year one thouſand two hundred and thirty, 
Owen ap Gruffydh, one of the Prince's of Wales, had one only 
daughter, named Haws Gadarn, whom he left heireſs to his 

whole 


(39 3 

I ſtrike no hireling ſtring—a name, Renown, 
On immortality's fair banks has ſown, LY 
To 


whole eſtate, but her three uncles thinking it an eaſy matter to 


diſpoſſeſs an orphan, challenged the lands belonging to their | 


brother Owen, alledging that a woman was not capable of 
holding lands in that country. But Haws made ſuch friends in 
. that her caſe was made known to King Edward the 
Second, who gave her in marriage to a truſty ſervant of his, 
named John Charleton, termed Valectus Domini Regis, who 
was born at Appley, near Wellington, in the county of Salop 
and in HER right created him Lord Powis, of Powis Caſtle ; 
and being aided by the King, took his wife's uncles and pur 
them in ſafe cultody in the King's Caſtle at Harlech, but upon 
proper ſubmiſſion they were ſet at liberty. —This aforeſaid 
John Charleton, Lord of Powis, had one ſon by Haws his wife, 
who enjoyed the Lordſhip of Powis, and left it to his ſon of 
that name, who held it about fourteen years ; and he dying 
left it to his ſon, called alſo John Charleton, Lord of Powis, 
who enjoyed his father's eſtate 27 years; but dying without 
iſſue, the Lordſhip of Powis deſcended to his brother Edward 
Charleton, who married the daughter of Thomas Earl of Kent, 
and widow of Roger Mortimer, Earl of March, by whom he 
had two daughters, named Jane and Joice ; the firſt married Sir 
John Gray, Knight, the ſecond John Lord Tiptoft, whoſe ſon 
was by King Henry the VI. created Earl of Worceſter ; but 
the aforeſaid Edward Lord Powis, after the death of his wife 
Ellenor, married the daughter of Sir John Barkley, Knight, 
and after his death, (which happened in the year 1420) the 
Lordſhip of Pois was divided in three parts.—So that it appears 
that this Great Family was nearly allied to ſome of the firſt 
Houſes in England. | 
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To bloom eternal mid the flow'ry train, 
That deck Benevolence ! thy fair domain : 
His, every virtue that can grace a name, | 
His, every action that exalts to fame. 
Within this fair abode, this dome ſublime, 
Are ſeen the glories of Auſonia's clime 3 
Here artful Sculpture's breathing forms are ſhown, 
Her niceſt touches on the Parian ſtone, 
What juſt expreſion in the Cæſars mine, 
Th' atrocious tyrant, or the air divine; 
How ſinks the furrow, how the mulcle ſwells ! 


Each buſt the hero, or the villain tells, 


Here too the pencil || with judicious powr's, - 


Sheds mimic life, and ſoft enchantment ſhow'rs ; 


What 

} In the various appartments of this ſplendid Palace many 
exquiſite pieces of ſculpture are ſeen, ſaid to have been reſcued 
from the ruins of Herculaneum : but what particularly attracts 
the eye, is the ſtatue of Laocoon and his Sons, as deſcribed by 


Virgil: | | 
Corpora natorum ſerpens amplexus uterque, 
Implicat, et miſcros morſu depaſcitur artus, Oc. 


Among the other valuable curioſities of this piace, is the 
gallery of pictures, with which his Lordſhip has lately embelliſh- 


ed this ſeat: the productions of the firſt artiſts in deſign, 


© CW) 
What true expreſſion, what correct defign! 
Where deeds heroic, graceful beauty ſhine. 
Earth, ſeaſons, ſea and air, and azure ſkies, 
With all invention's magic colours riſe : 
Creation thro' her many attitudes we trace, 


In juſt arrangement, and with nature's grace. 


The 8 needle with unwearied toils, 
Vies with the pencil, and the eye beguiles: 
Th' hiſtoric tale in beauteous airs is FG | 
And bold and neat the well-adjuſted mien ; 
The ſwelling mantle and the waving treſs ; 


Antiquity, in all her antique dreſs. 


But now without to Nature's fairer hues, 


Let the Muſe catch her more delighting views; 


Commerce with glimm'ring bowers and cooling ſhades, - 


And faunter thro' the mead and pathleſs glades. 
Yet ere ſhe rove, arreſted in her courſe, | 
Art ſmiling bids her mark the matchleſs Horſe, * 

| On 


* The Horſe and Fame, an excellent piece of workmanſhip, 
now removed to the back court of the houſe, 
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On which Fame ſeated with triumphant eye, 

Lifts her loud clarion to the liſt'ning ſky; 

And ſounds, or ſeems with conſcious pride to ſound, 
Thy name, O Powis, to the nation round: {26 
Fir'd at the ſacred ſound, the courſer rears, . 


And Cambria ſteals the note with raviſh'd ears. 


Now on I wander, chives in thick array, 
Yon a ged trees expel the blazing day.“ 
A lovely ſiſterhood ! whoſe ſolemn height, 
And ſhade, the ghoſt of phantaſy invite. 
Here when grey twilight, ruffet-clad, has drawn 
Her deepeſt tint along the fading lawn; 
What time the evening ſtar with liquid eye, 
Or filver Luna glides along the ſky, 
Here, as aſſign'd, conſenting 3 meet, 
To breathe their raptures on a Summer ſeat. 
O! ſay, ye trees! what tender potent vows, 
From loving hearts have whiſper'd thro' your boughs ! 
How many a promiſe of unceaſing love, | 
When faith prevail'd and fear but vainly ſtrove ! 
| | | Beneath | 


* The Wilderneſs, 
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Beneath theſe verdant arches, alleys green, 


Walks penſive Solitude with thoughtful mien, L 
And muſing Contemplation flies to ſhun, 
The noiſe of worldlings and the mid-day ſun, 
Where woodland melody harmonious floats, 
With concord ſweet and intermingled notes: 
Or loves befides the glaſſy pool“ to fit, 


And mark the ſwallow o'er its ſurface flit: 


Or watch the finy piſcatory brood, 
That riſing catch the inſect ſwiming food, 


Lo! to the Eaſt on cloud ſuſtaining cliffs, 
Its ſtately. height the towering column || lifts; 
Bears to the clouds in majeſty of grace, 
Wet with their kiſs, or loſt in their embrace ; 
Memorial of that ever glorious day, : 
When dauntleſs Rodney form'd the brave array ; 
When burnt the watry fight on either fide, 


And blood-ſtained carnage cowered o'er the tide ; 
I nega. 
* Lundy Pool. || Rodney's Pillar, 
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When brazen war with ſulphur dealing powers, 


Of murd'rous fate diſgorg'd her leaden ſhowers; 
And wrapt in ſmoke's impenetrable night, 
Arous'd, Britannia dealt her patriot might. 


Such late the din that ſhook th' Egyptian ſhore, 


When the fierce Lion rais'd his dreadful roar ; 


When Nelſon ſpoke, in flaming thunder ſpoke, 
From out his nitrous citadels of oak ; 

His fiat ſped—immediate to the ſound, 

France drank the wave, and ſought th“ abyſs profound, 


From ſanguin'd decks, and clangor of alarms, 
The Mule affrighted turns, to Nature's arms. 
There to the Weſtward, where yon teeming vale, 
Spreads its broad boſom to the flying gale, 

Where waves the yet green harveſt to the wind, 
And ſavage mountains bound the ſcene behind, 
Montgomery ſtands; with reverend ruins crown'd, 
Diſmantled caſtles, and entrenchments round. 


Where Cambria's ſons, in many a doubtful fight, 


Maintain'd their cauſe, & mock'd proud Albion's might. 
| But 


(8 ) 
But Deſolation note in veſt of moſs, 
Sits on th' entrenchment, and beſpeaks the loſs; 
Where Cambrian Princes in dire vengeance ſtrode, 
Now loathſome crawls at eve the bloated toad; 
Where ſhouts of Victory rent the echoing ſkies, 


Now owl or goblin give their wailing cries: 


Such is the ſtrength of man, his boaſted might; 
A momentary day, ſucceeding night! ae 


Nought now the Muſe's circling flight impedes, 
But on to Guildsfield's flow'ring meads the ſpeeds. 
Sweet hamlet ! Nature's moſt admir'd retreat! 
Where all the rural honors center'd meet! 
Round thee, what glitt'ring villas to the eye 


Romantic ſwell, in ſweet diverſity! 


What bliſsful haunts the ſtraying muſe allure! 
She ſtoops her wing, and firuggles to endure, | 


That warm aſtoniſhment, thoſe panting fires, . 


Dear Nature in her lovelieſt forms inſpires. 
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hw, if from all thy nourit-exub'cant bound, 
A more enchanting proſpe& could be found ? 
Ere yet 1 quit this fair Arcadian vale, + 


And tear me from the elyfium of this dale, 

O let my reed now breathe one antleſs line; 

To ſound thy merit, Tupor! Mitron thine ! 

Your virtues claim the panegeric Jay, 

And pleas'd the plauſive tribute would I pay, 

But vain I wake the chord and ſtrive to ſing, 

Weak is the note, untun'd th' unchanning. ſtring. 

Let others heedleſs pals this vale along, 

Fly to the town and join th' incurious throng, 

Here will I roam remote from folly's laugh, 

And in theſe ſhades the cup of wiſdom quaff. 
O Nature! how luxuriant are thy charms! 

Lovely thy ſhape thro' all thy changing forms, 

Whate'er the thoughtful mind can harmonize, 

Or ſenſe indulge; mn offers to the eyes. 


Here mournful man may ſee, and ſeeing blels 
The earneſt of celeſtial happineſs. 


(&%) 
Why then from proffer'd bleſſings do we fly, 
Form'd for our uſe and ever at our eye, | 
To ſeek the mazy turbulence of life, + df bw 3s * 
The croud, the town, duplicity and ſtrife? 
Falſe pleaſures fatal to our true repoſe, 


Vawning ſatiety, remorſeful woes? 


From Nature let me draw my certain code | 
Of wholeſome laws ; to follow her my mode. 
When I behold yon mountain® bleak and drear, 
Its barren brow in miſty clouds uprear: | 
The deſtin'd ſpot where elements engage, 
With muttering tumult and with pinion rage, 
I think on him who on Ambition's peak; . 
That rugged dangerous precipice ſo bleak, 
Exalted ſtands, a wretched barren ſight ! 
Begirt with dangers, giddy with the height, 
Expos'd to dangers and continual ftrife, 
To all the whirlwinds of this mortal life : 

| 3 And 


* Long Mountain, 


("8:7 
And when I view yon low but humble vale, 
The modeſt, mild philanthropiſt I hail ; 
Who bleſt with innate worth, that ne'er aſpires, 
From vulgar adulation's eye retires, 
To ſcatter bleſſings round with liberal hand; 
The little ſtorehouſe of the alincent land; 
And cloiſter'd fram the wretchedneſs of ſtate, 
Enjoys that lux'ry that eſcapes the great. | 
O holy lite! had heaven with ſparing hand, 
But granted juſt what human wants demand, 
In ſome kind haven ſhelter'd and remote, 
I then had moor'd mv little crazy boat, 
To buffet ſtormy life no more, no more 
To ply with trembling lite my teeble oar, 
Like Cincinnatus never wiſh'd to ſtray, 
Undazzled, uncoucern'd at ſplendor's ray; 
On Nature's lap had ſhrin'd my flow'r-rob'd cot, | 
Nor more of buſy purſuits envied aught. 
How oft do wiſhes bear me to ſome glen, 


Like this, afar from ſmoky haunts of men; 


Where 


( & ). 
Where Fancy builds ſome modeſt rural cell, 
Neſtled, green ſhaded in the ſilent dell. 


Ambitious wiſh! alas! it muſt not be; 


Inceſſant toil alone remains for me. | *M 


Farewell, delicious ſpot ! delightful hill! 
Here could J linger with endearment Rill : 


Still dwell with pleaſure on yon opening dales, 


Von lofty ſummits and the lowland vales ; 

The little hamlets ſcatter'd o'er the green, 

And whitewaſh'd cottages that peep between ; 

To mark the windings of the flow canal, ; 
The lock unlooſen'd, and its rapid fall; 


The Severn winding round from cot to cot, 


As loath to quit the dear enchanting ſpot ; 
To hear the magic oriſon of birds, 
The bleat of lambs, and low of grazing herds, 
Farewell! I go to breathe Corruption's air, 
To mingle in the maze of worldly care. 
Vet bliſsful ſpot! * where many a pleaſing hour, 
I've paſs'd, forgetful of Misfortune's pow'r; a 
i 8 | Where 


* Welſhpool . 


( 88 ) 


Where oft I've ſaunter'd with thy jovial train, 
Awhile unmindful of each boſom'd pain. 

And o'er the glaſs in ſocial gladneſs met, 

My youthful heart, in ſilent glee bas beat, 
Dear ſeat of ſprightly mirth and pleaſantneſs! 
Whom Pleafure ſmiles on, and the joys carels ; 
May ſtill each happineſs inform thy breaſt, 
Supremely mirthful and ſupremely bleſt. 
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MISCELLANY. 


ON READING THE CHARACTER 
f . OF ---. 
LADY CLIVE. 
| | Prarr's leanings, Fol. J. 
Lor weak venality dif grace the bay, 
And laureat bards of dazzling villains ſing ; 


Let harneſs'd Pomp her ſumptuous car diſplay, 
And gingling Folly tune her hireling firing. 


Let mad Ambition with enſanguin'd ſoul 
The chaplet wear, that baſtard wn wove ; 
With froth let Falſehood fill her bowl, 
To the gay nymphs on frolic's bank who rove. 
N 2 | Chaſtiz'd | 
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4 
Chaſtiz d to Truth behold a nobler theme, 
A name more worthy the poetic lute; 
A Clive, . thouſand artleſs lips proclaim * 
A Clive—a thouſand grateful lips are mute, 


See where ſhe moves along from cot to cot, 
Teaching her infant blooming race to glow ; 

To practice what Philanthropy has taught, 
And unſolicited the willing gift beſtow. 


O lovelieſt pupils in fair Pity's ſchool! 


Long be it your's a mother's ſteps to tread; | 
To ſhroud the ſhiv'ring limb from Winter's cold, 


And give ere hunger cries, the manna, bread. 


Thou ſon of Affluence! plenty, and of wealth! 
Here learn to give, and here how beſt to give; 
Trace baſhful penury; do good by ſtealth; 
And if Compaſſion move thee, copy Clive. 
Then 


(. a) 
Then ſhall thy brow poſſeſs a nobler plume, 
Than ever deck'd the warrior's creſted hens; 
A ſweeter myrrh than Flatt'ry's falſe perfume, 


Shall ſmoke for thee in an ambroſial flow. 


The tear, the prayer-wrought wreath, th'applauſe divine 
| With all the ſweets that Gratitude imparts, 
Unutterable bliſs is thine—and thine, 


The incenſe of unfeigning hearts,— 


Be huſh'd ye ſtorms! ye gales propitious blow! 
And waft them ſafely on the eaſtern ſhore: 
And oh! ye pow'rs attend our warmeſt vow, 


And give them to theſe native ſhores once more. 


THE 
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1 THE DAY OF JUDGMENT. _ 


Tux ſeventh angel blows his awful trump— 
Now tremble, guilt ! at thy approaching doom. 
Thro' earth and all th' immenſity of ſpace, 


] | Portentous figns appear, prelude of ſcenes 
| ; More dreadful ſtill, Nature convullive feels : 
1 Aer deadlieſt pangs, and quivers thro her bounds— 
| More ſwift than thought the mighty angel flies— 
|| | Louder than ocean to his entrails torn, 


Commix'd in dire confuſion with the ſkies, 
His pinions ruſh, One foot on earth, on ſea 


The other reſts —then with a voice, 
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Sonorous as the voice of Multitude, 


N r «6 


7 | Swears by the hand, that form'd created thin 25, 
1 By Him who reigns eternally the ſame | 
| | That Time ſhall be no more. Tis now begun 
| | 4 Thy wreck, O world. Tremendous thunders roll, | 
The 
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The mally pillars of creation tremble | 
Coruſcant light'ning's play, and blaze on blaze, 
Flaſh horrible deſtrution—at each peal 

Terrific groans the univerſe—the noiſe | 
Aſtounds—'tis terror and confuſion all— 25 
The fair expanſe of heaven that lately ſhone 


An azure canopy, with all the train, 


Of myriad ſtars and ſuns, is now 


One undiſtinguiſh'd blaze Diſſolved to a 


The ſolid mountains float Rivers reverſe 


Their wonted paths, and hurry to their ſprings— 


Affright and dread Affliction now enſue, 


Such as before thro' time was never ſeen, 
And never more hall be—Oh ! what a ſcene 
Does earth diſplay ! her tow'rs and palaces, 
Her temples and her citadels, involved 

In conflagration dire. Where now the ſeats 
Of luxury, and pomp, that lately rear'd 

Their glittring ſtately battlements to heavn? 


Where now the dazzling thrones on which her kings, 


And 
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And haughty potentates reclin'd ſupine ? 
Where now the ſcarlet of Patrician pride? 
Where now the purple of imperial grandor ? 


All, all in univerſal ruin ſunk ; 


The maſſy hills from their foundations rent, 


And heav'n and earth in flaming fury mingled. 


No Pride! come boaſt thy gaudy equipage, 


Diſplay thy gilded trappings and thy gold. | 
Come Power! ſtand forth in coſtlieſt badge array'd, 
Preſent thy arrogance. of eye and brow. | 
Come Fame! exhibit now thy winning prize, 
Unfurl the ſcrolls of glorious feats and names. 
What Gewgaws now! when all the falſe parade, 
And pegeantry of courts ſhall be as though 
She ne'er had been; when Nature's faireſt boaſt, 
And all the ſumptuous Monuments of Art 
Shall ſink a prey to the devouring flame 


Nor leave a wreck behind.” 


(*- 99% )-: 
4 SONNET, 
WRITTEN ON THE TOP OF WELSHPOOL, 
CHURCH-YARD, _ 


As here with penſive circling ſteps I tread, 
The tomb-beſprinkled ſpot of ſhrouded woe, 
Reflection twitching bids me look below, 


At Pool alive, and here her many dead. 


Here peace and tranquil harmony prevails, 
And Pity breathes her requiems to the air; ** 
There intereſt claſhes in continual jar, | 
And boift'rous paſſions load the paſſing gales. 


- 


Here rich and poor promiſcuouſly repoſe, 


And bittereſt foes in peace together lie 
0 | There 


(92 ) 
There great and lowly meet with hateful eye, 
And Malice oft her pois'nous vials ſhows. 
But ſoon ſhall Death conſign them to the ſpot, 
Where jars and all contentions are forgot. 
— CC — 
MARIA. — A Sketch. 
5 How cold the wind,” a female tall exclaim'd, 
As down the galled height of chalky cliff, 
Whofe tow'ring ſummit over hung the ſea | 
Tremeridouſly ſublime, the bent her ſteps - 
Capricious : o'er her form a wiſtful eye 
I caſt—beauty had trac'd it; and deſpair 
Shaded with winning tints the meaning face, 
The frantic whirlwind wanton'd in her robe 
Unzoned ; and o'er her naked breaſt, her hair 
In brown diſorder ſtream'd; her blue eye rolled 
In phrenzied quickneſs at my near approach. 
And who art thou” cried I, folding her hand, 


With 


; 1 
| „ 0 
With ſoft impaſſion'd tende mee of heart f 
They call me, wild Maria! I am poor— ' | 0 
No home have I—my lover is no more 1 


« Beneath yon wave 
e Is Edwin's grave.“ 


In querimonious heart-felt melody ſhe ſang. 
« But come and ſee it—every day I ſtrew 


The hallow'd ſpot with flowers—ſometimes I weep, 


But ah! I cannot now ſhe paus'd, ſhe ſigh'd. 


d 


« Stranger!” ſhe cried, preſſing her heaving breaſt, 
Lives there a wretch ſo wretched as myſelf ?: 

% My breaking heart!“ her voice here died away, 
Reaſon, me thought, now glimmered in her eye, 
4 on the ſod ſhe ſunk. 1 ſtoop'd to raiſe, | 
Her falling frame the ſhade of death : 
O'erſpread her pallid cheek ; the parting foul 

Fled from its durance with her Edwin's name. 

© Thy tender ſoul is now at reſt,” ſaid I, 


As o'er her corſe moſt penſively I hung ; 


But oh! what agonies were thine, ere yet 


0 2 | That 


( 190 ) 
That wretchedneſs had cut thy thread. 
Cold is the lovelieſt form that nature knew: 
And clos'd the ſofteſt eye that beam'd on mine: 
That form alas! muſt moulder in the duſt, 
That eye no longer open to the world,” 
I ſpoke—lI wept— beſide her corpſe J fell; 
My warm tears waſh'd the marble of her breaſt ; 
High heav'd my boſom with diſtreſsful daes 


] was a man—T gloried in my tears. 
., ese 
D 
ADDRESSED ro Me. DAVENPORT. 
O Dagebpele as Oer thy lyre's ſweet ſtrings, 
Thy hand in pleaſing penſive dolor ſweeps, 


Condolence ſtraight her pearly tribute brings, | 


And pale Deſpondence wrings her hands and weeps. 


Thy | 


( 108} 
Thy lot how envied ! tho' thy boſom kndws 


No friendly balm, no hope's enliv'ining beam, 
Yet can thy lyre alleviate thy woes, 


And draw from others eyes Compaſſion's ſtream, 


Like thee I've bled—like thee have felt the ſting 
Of life's worſt worm—have drank the acid bowl 
Of varied ills—yet to inform my ſoul, 


No ſad'ning pity trickles as I ſing. 


Caſt from ere&ed hope, where late I ſtood, 

When Fortune ſhed her ſunſhine on my birth ; 
Like thee by Malice and Revenge purſued, 

I tread a rough inhoſpitable earth. 


L 


No eye with melting tender weeps my fate, 


No ſhelt'ring boſom ſcreens my friendleſs youth; 


Begirt with ills too real to relate, 


I feel of feeling every pang uncouth, 


O Daven- 


6102) 


O Davenport! to what auſpicious clime, 
| Shall merit fly? where find à friend fincere? 
Is death the only folace for deſpair ? 


For woes like mine, is ſuicide a crime? 
= eſe un : 


SOPHIA.—A Fragment. i 


SUN-RISING. - 


Tur morning ſmiles the ſun with gladning beam 
Riſes benign, but riſes —_ ior me 

My fun alas : is let, for ven ſet, | 

That ſun of happineſs, that kioded tan... 

To ſad Sophia's gloomy ſfoul—oh ! when 

Will Sorrow yield her victim to the grave! 

Wide o'cr the verdure ſkips the gameſome lamb, 

But not for me—his matin ſong, the lark 

Upſoaring ſings, but not alas! for me. 


Here Henry firſt beneath this ſpreading oak, 


Explain'd 


6103) 
Explain'd the ſufferings of his loving heart, 
Which long before his filence had expreſt: 
This bark ſtill bears the token of his love, 
The harmleſs traces of impaſſion'd truth ; N <5 
| And here his hand was wont to carve my name 
That done, I call'd him with unfeign'd eſteem 
My Henry! but alas, where is he now? 
On what remote, what hoſtile ſhore ? or is 
He not entomb'd beneath the boiſt'rous deep? 
vet &en in death, how did he pour his ſoul 
In fervent prayer, and countleſs bleſſings aſk 
For his Sophia! but his pangs were ſhort, 
And mine endure—increzfe: nine moons 0 gone, 
Nine ling'ring moons, and ſtill 1 lee him not. 
He 1 will ee e wiſhful eyes, | 
Muſt never more behold the faireſt form, 
That ever cloth'd a faithful manly ſoul: 
He ſpoke twas muſic; : look'd— twas artleſs ans 5 : - 
And oh! his kiſs emparadis'd my ſoul. 5 
We lov gay Fortune ſmil'd and friends ak: 


And 


( 104 } | 
And Hymen had prepar'd his brighteſt torch ; 
When Honor call'd, with rigid ſummons call'd ; 
My Henry heard th' inſpiring call and flew— 
&« go,“ he cried, © my country bids away, 
More worthy to return ; to add the wreath 

Of laurel glory to the myrtle ſpray.” 

He went ; but aches never to return. 

Ve ſmiling proſpects! and ye rural ſcenes ! 
No more will ye delight : all, all is loft, 

My ſun, alas! is ſet, for ever ſet; | 


And gloom, eternal gloom, alone is mine. 
The Banks of the Severn. 
| N a 32 


| Reno from the world and its ſtrike Was crowd, 
And pall'd with its jargon ſo empty and loud; 
On the banks of the Severn contented Il wind, 


For true bliſs alone i in retirement we find. 


The 


„ 
The Monarch, tho' ſplendid, yet ſighs at his lot, 
Careſt with falſe bowing, and fearful of plot; 
On the banks of the Severn, I hold my levee, 


With Peace and Contentment, and true hearted glee, 


Let miſers, let bankers hang over their ſtore, 


And harraſs their craniums to make it ſtill more; 


On the banks of the Severn this maxim 1 ſee, 
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That a little can make us contented and free. 


Unmov'd by Ambition, falſe pleaſure and noiſe, 
I taſte here more ſolid and durable joys; 
On the banks of the Severn my moments T'll paſs, 


Where cares ne'er perplex us, nor ſorrows harraſs, 


Let the banks of the Severn, then be my retreat, 
And I'll envy no Monarch, nor grandeur of State; 
On the banks of the Severn, my days ſhall all fly, 
On the banks of the Severn, III live and I'll die. 


5 NIGHT. 
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NIGHT 


Hoo is the twitter of the feather'd throng, 


And huſh'd the din of man—the lowing herds 


Have croſt the heath—the tinckling cow-bell cens'd— 


"Tis night—the ſolemn witchery of night. 


The freſh'ning breeze awakens, and the moon 


In all her filent glory moves along— 


With more than mortal melody deſcends - 
The far caſcade, but faintly heard to fall; 


And Peace with all her ſpirits walks abroad, 
To cloſe the lid, and calm the ſtormy breaſt. 
All Nature ſleeps—vet why am I awake! 
Why rove my thoughts when all around Ee” 


More heavily reclines the leeping rock ; 
Een ſtreams forget their loud garrulity, 


Sleep in their courſe, or ſeem to mutter dreams. 


Whence then theſe reſtleſs ſallies of my ſoul? 


This 


( r ) 
This dear adheſion to the enn hour, 
That makes me more alive? —oh! how I feel! 


Emotions tremble on the brink of agony ; 


And Phantaſy with all her flitting forms 1 ' 


Eternity is near—to airy ſtuff 


* 


All mundane cares diffolve—borne on the wing T 


Of Reverie, to far futurity 

Elate I ſoar, and buſtling life recedes 

And other ſuns appear, The heav'n ſtol'n fire 
That animates her fleſby priſon, glows . 

To join its native ſource. How ſhort thy fight; 
Blind mortal! grief obſcures thine eye; and black 
And dreary every object looks: thy ſtate 

Of Chryſalis, with time eternal ſhown, 

Is as the drop to ocean's wide domain; 

| Shall then a ſoul immortal, future ſeraph, 

Bewail the bondage of an hour? to heav'n 

Where myriad worlds revolve, a thoughtful eye 
Convert; there ſoon unmanacled, and free | 


From all the ties of bitterneſs, that cling 
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And twiſt 3 the miſerable heart, 
Thy ſoul ſhall riſe: what though peculiar ill 
Has tinged with crimſon all thy path of life 
Yet think on that aſylum, where ſecure 
Thou yet ſhall reſt and ſmile at angry fate. 
Great antemundane Father! God of all! 
How wonderful thy works, thy deep deſigns! 
Whether we view them at the tranquil hour, 
When ſtarry night her ſweet quietus ſings: | 
Or when th' impatient tempeſt ſweeps the plain, 
And heaves with giant force the boiling ſurge, 
And quenches ſuns, and o'er the pavement rolls 
Of deluged heav'n; in all thy hand appears; 
A God, or in the brilliant blaze of day, 


Meridian, or the zenith gloom of night. 


THE 


( 109 ) 
——_—_ 
THE PRAYER. 


Aumcury parent ! ne'er invok'd in vain ; 


When true the tear drop and when felt the ſigh ; | | 


To thee I pour the heart effuſive ſtrain, 
And heav'n-ward lift a ſupplicating eye, 


If ought of virtue marks my youthful days, 
If regiſter'd above, ſome pious deed, 


Can claim thy bounty—and if ſtill my ways 


Great God! to thee incline—be this my meed. 


Oh ! be Eliza thy peculiar care! 
O'er all her paths let hovering angels wait, 
While ſorrow ſtabs around, her boſom ſpare, 


And let thy ſmile forbid the ills of fate. 


All that this heart can aſk, be her's, and more, 


At leaſt the bleſſings that theſe tears implore. 


ORLANDO. 


( 170 ) 
ORLANDO. 


War hour the night in darkeſt grandeur reigns, = 
And ſheet-clad ghoſts from human tombs ariſe, - 
To ride the blaſt and ſtalk along the gloom, - 
Orlando from his couch, where long in vain, 
Th' oblivious ſweet of ſlumber he had ſought, _ - 
Deſpondent roſe, in ſable habit carb'd, 
And deeply: penfive, ſallied forth. Three nights 
Had hover o'er the face of nicht, ſince death 
Had ſunk the fair the blooming Iſabel, 
Untimely to the duſt, | Bereſt of hope, 
To keen ſuſceptibility a prey, N 1 
His lonely path he bent to where the lay, 
A mould'ring clod: unmindful of the ſtorm, 
The ſullen blaſt, that ever and anon, 
Burſt horrible, his ſteady eoutſe he kept. 
The lightning's lurid and repeated glare 


| Directs 
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Dire&s his way. In ſtygian gloom'obſcur'd 


The moon refus'd her light, and not a ſtar 


Could twincle thro'—Th' appalling thunder roar'd, 


And every adyerſe element bray'd war: 
When by a flaſh more long and luminous, 

He ſpied the trees that circled round her graves 
| And here his heart tempeſtuous as the ſky 
Beat dire commotion, as remembrance trac'd 
The retroſpect of joys for ever paſt, 
Oh ! what the lover felt as o'er the turf, 
Where label repos'd, he penſive hung, 
Let thoſe declare, who cer like him have drank 
Grief's bittereſt cup, and felt her deepeſt tab! 
„Where art thou Iſabel! oh! whither fled ! 
That I may come and in thy happineſs 
Be bleſt; or if to ſorrow thou be doom d, 
Participation may relieve thy pain? 
Why rove I thus? is it that Iſabel, 
Pure as the pureſt white of Alpine ſnow, 


And innoceut as when from heav'n ſhe fprung, 


Has 


t . 
Has flown exultive to her home again ? 
Why ſhould I envy then her happier lot, 
When een with life for her I would have bought 
The ſmalleſt bliſs and deem'd it cheaply bought; 
But ſtill my tortur'd and bewllddrt mind, 
For comfort knows not where to turn ; 
Or if around I throw my weeping eyes, 
A diſmal blank appears—and if beneath, 
I ſee the fad the mournful cauſe of all 
— honour'd Iſabel! if o'er thy ſpot, 
Where now in duſt the mortal part reclines, 
Thy ſpirit hovers, view, in pity view, 
In pity aid, a wretched lover's pain,” 
He ſaid . Soft as the ſummer's whisp'ring breeze, 
A voice in ſweeteſt accents ſmote his ear,” 
He roſe; And lo! before him ſtood, in form 
Celeſtial clad, his much lov'd Ifabel : 
From dull mortality releas'd, refin'd, 
She look'd a ſeraph from the realms above ; 


And beckoning ſilence thus the maid began. 
« Orlando 


F ² ü ]] rs I 
TIO 


uin ů Ä 
e * 


4. 46 ) 
« Orlando! juſt were thy complainings all, 
If all thy hopes were riveted to earth, 
For all thy hopes in me immediate flet. 
In vain on Nature wilt thou call, or ax 
Her feeble aid; ſhe cannot pierce the ſhade | 
That ſhrouds the tomb ; and Reaſon weaker ſtill? 
Too feebly gleams her lamp, to light thee through 
The winding horrors of the _— death : 
But hark! what Reaſon, Nature cannot do, 
The wales of heavenly ito Me effect: 
Hear what it ſays when to the tomb thy frame 
Shall drop, and to its origin relapſe, 
Not always ſhall corrptica Raider prey ; 
But with new life infpir'd; thalt fiſe again, 
And trample on the grave, Religion points 
To happier proſpe&s and a better world ; 
Where Death ne'er plies his murd'rous ſeythe, | 
Nor Pain intrudes ; where friends united once 


Shall mect again and meet to part no more, 


Thy ſorrows calm ſtill Ifabel is thine”— = 
Q She 


( 114 8 
She faid, and vaniſh'd, - Nature now afſtim'd. 
A different form. The moon reſplendent ſhone 
And all was tranquil, calm and ſtill. 
Juſt emblem of Orlando's mind now cheer d 
By light divine and hopes informing ray, 
Homeward he bent with placid ſteps his way. 
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TO ELIZA. 


Acckpr. Eliza! unbedeck'd by art, 

Theſe lines encircled with a love-fraught heart, 

Tho' ſlow and languid flow the tuneleſs line, 

Swept from a lyre long bung at ſorrow's ſhrine, 

Yet oh! diſdain not what Affection breathes, 

Nor ron ſincerity” 8 enamell'd wreaths, 

Seraphic maiden: let my ſorrows move, 

Thou ſure wilt pity, if thou canſt not love. 
Oh! 


Ens ) 
Oh! hear the ſighings of a ſoul ſincere, 
My eloquence, a ſigh ; my plea, a tear. 
For thee, long have I rais'd the ſecret figh, 
For thee th' unnotic'd tear has dimm'd mine eye: 
The tender paſſion in my breaſt confin'd, 


Fear'd to be ſeen, where fortune prov'd unkind. 
No titled honors and no wealth I own, | 
Of ſplendid luxury no pamper'd ſon; 

A Youth adverſity has long oppreſt, 

Tho' Fortune nurtur'd and tho! Hope careſt ; 
Yet mine a ſoul—but oh! Eliza vain, | 

Is all my boaſt and weak my pleading ſtrain. 
Een now on Fancy's trembling pinions borne, 
I ſeem to fee thy unconcern, thy ſcorn, 

If fo permit a ſad, a ſad adieu, 

From one to love, and wo Eliza true: 

And when this agitated hand that writes, 

This heart that dictates as the pen indites, 
Shall on the dreary pallet of the grave, 


Forget the pangs thy peerleſs beauty gave : 
| Q 2 And 
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And when beneath oblivion's welcome ſhade, 
The faint low traces of my woes ſhall fade, 


Oh! will thine eye beſtow one kindred tear, 


To waſh out all the memory of my care? 


n 2 .— 


An Addreſs lo Money. 


— 


Aur potent God! in yellow luſtre crown'd! 
Lord of the human heart and human face ! 
Thou ſcource of life and ſpirit! to thy pow'r 
Nature and art in adulation bow. | 

What {kill of pencil, or of pen can paint, 
Thy vi&or vengeance, tutulary pow'r? 

How ebbs, how flows the crimſon tide of life, 
As thy divinity beſides us ſhines! 

What awe, what veneration waits 

Thy bright approach Thy magic ſway 

To inlipidity gives poignant wit, | 
And pond'rous weight to ſuperficial ſenſe; 


Protects 


(30h 
Prote&s thy votary from oppreſlive inſults, | 
Huſhes the wildeſt ſtorm of furiate choler, 
And from the hand of juſtice tears the ſword. 


Before thee towns and cities fall aground— 


Yes, thou haſt ſtop'd the roar of thund'ring cannon, 


And more ſurpriſing ſtill, Detraction's mouth: 
And ſtrange! ſurpaſſing ſtrange! to the cold arms 
Of age and impotence, thou makeſt youth 

And beauty fly; and giveſt to uglineſs, 

And deteſtation charms, | 


THE SUICIDE. 


Now ceas'd the ſun's reſplendent beam, 
To play on Severn's ample ſtream, 

And journeying down the dappled Weſt, 
In Thetis lap retir'd to reſt. 

Favonius too in whiſpers bland, 


The purple ether lightly fand. 


The 
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The heav'nly concave cloud-array'd, 

A fair enamell'd ſcene diſplay'd. 
Where Severn holds his watry way, 

A child of ſorrow lov'd to ſtray ; 
Where Solitude, ſequeſter'd laſs ! 
Sits her penſive on the graſs, 
Remote from noiſe, and Envy's eye, 
To drop her tear, and heave her ſigh, 
On his brow ſat heavy care, 

His boſom harrow'd with deſpair ; 
Slow mov'd his ſteps with penſive toil, 
And deep they preſs'd the ſandy foil, 
Affliction plied his gory rod, | 
And Grief in bitter fullneſs flow d. 
Thus he pour'd his doleful ſtrain, | 
While Severn anſwer'd to his pain, 

«« O Miſery! why was I born, 

To wander friendleſs and forlorn ? 
Why form'd a ſlave to every care? 
Why doom'd to forrows ſo ſevere ? | 

What 


( 1g ) 


What horrors gather on my ſoul? 

Within what raving tempeſts roll ? 

Oh! cruel fate! Oh! partial heavint 
To me thy every ill is given 

To other regions will I go, 


And thus will end this more than woe“ 


40 Stop there raſh youth,” a voice exclaim'd, 
And praife that heav'n thou haſt blaſphem'd, 


When lo! on earth from ſtarry heights, 
On rapid wing, Inſtruction lights. 
One hand Truth's lucid mirror held, 
The other Wiſdom's tablets fill'd. 
Empyreal glory crown'd his head, 

His eyes celeſtial luſtre ſhed ; 

As when a hind the lion ſpies, 

And couching finks—a trembling prize! 
So couch'd the youth before the ſprite, 
The petrefaction of affright ! 
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„ Ariſe deſpondent youth! ariſe,” : 
In ſofteſt notes the angel cries, - 
Ts Receive inſtruction, and be wiſe, J 
Now error darkens all thy mind 

To truth eſtrang'd, to reaſon blind, 
But heav'n, all juſt, all bounteous ſees 
Thy raving madneſs, and decrees 
To chaſe the darkling miſts away ; 
He wills; commiſſion'd I obey. 
Now in this glaſs thy folly learn ; 
Riſe, look, ſay what doſt thou diſcern? 
I ſee the faultring youth replies, 
A wretch forlorn—and deep he fighs— 
Now flow and penſively he moves 
And now abrupt he turns, he roves— 
Around he throws the wildeſt gaze— 
In every feature torture prey - 
But ſee, he lifts the deadly blow! 2 
Tis done oh! ſcreen me from this woe.” 
The angel waved the mirror bright, 
Again preſents it to this ſight. 

«I ſee 
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J ſee, he cries, a youth REED 7 

With all the ills that wound the breaſt, 
What foes on every tide ariſe ! 

Yet ſtill ſerene he views the ſkies. 15 
Compoſure on his brow appears; 


A ſmile of meek content he wears. 


«© Obſerve,” the Angel cried again, 
The mirror way'd and chang'd the ſcene, 
A horrid fight! the youth replies, 

Now offers to my troubled eyes, 

Another region 1 ſurvey, | 

A world of torture and diſmay! 

The wretch, who lately rear'd the dart, 
And plung'd the weapon in his heart, 

On fiery beds of torment turns— 

Oh! woeful ſight! he wriths—he burns 
What ſhrieks of woe! what diſmal moans! 


The place thro' all her caverns groans. 


Again the glaſs around he wheel'd, 


And bade him ſpeak what he beheld. 
R 
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O! bliſs! unſpeakable delight! 
All Eden bloſſoms on the ſight. 
Beyond expreſſion's feeble note, 
How bleſt this fair enamelld ſpot! 
But lo! in glory's garb array'd, 
A crown immortal on his head, 
The youth appears, divinely bleſt, Ns 
Whom lately every care oppreſt. 
« Be to thyſelf the whole applied,” 
The heav'nly Monitor then cried. 
% And learn with reſignation's ſmile, 
Life's heavy chains to bear awhile; 
Nor with impious hand to dare 


The reſolution of Deſpair.” 


SEDUCTION. © 
© | 3 
WAS Eve's laſt hade - cold and tempeſtuous ſwept 
November's chilleſt blaſt—the lamp of night 
With ray capricious ſhone—on a lone bank, 


O'ercome by toil, befide a darkſome road, 


Eliza 


( 1 
Eliza ſat—ſeduc'd Eliza! ſhe, | 
Spurn'd from an unrelenting father's roof, 
Where ſordid Intereſt watched his golden heaps, © - - 
With ſelfiſh joy; by all ſhe lov'd, deſpisd, ) C 
Buy every friend forſaken and denied, l ee 


Had journey'd many a lone and tireſome mile, 
To ſeek with ſtrangers what her friends denied, 


A covert for the bluſh that guilt beſtows. | 3. | [ 


Impetuous atiguiſh flow'd ; and every groln 17 YT | 
Roſe deeply quertlous—Deſpair convuls'd 
Her {hiv'ring frame, and revell'd on her cheek, Ph 
What could ſhe do? long was the road to paſs, 
And toil had now unſtrung each tender nerve; 

And grey-eyed night his duſky curtains drawn 
Tenebricoſe -voracious feelings fed, 
Like birds Promethean, on her mangled heart. 
The thought of home, while peace and Innocence , 

Yet unalloyed by care, and keen remorſe, | | : = 
Shed their beſt beams—a father's ſtern 


And unrelaxing frown—the mad, mad hour, 


R 2 


When 
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When full, too full of Love's deceitful fires, 
Bewitch'd ſhe ſunk in fair deluſions arms 

All, all by turns cortode her mangled heart. 

Ves poor, forlorn Eliza”! ſhe exclaim'd, 

“This, this ſhall prove thy parent's callous heart, 
And thy unfeeling friends, thou hadſt a ſoul 

Too great to live, when virtue had expir'd.” 

I ran—I flew—but ah! the fatal cup 

Was emptied—in my arms ſhe leant—-ſhe ſunk— 

« Oh! Sir, arid have I then one friend“? ſhe cried ; 
© Would that thy friendly aid had ſooner come, 

T' avert this dreadful ſcene! but oh! the poiſon” — 
Her voice here fail'd—again to ſpeak ſhe ſtrove. 

© My father! oh couldſt thou behold thy child, 
Thy little darling now”—ſhe ſigh'd - ſhe paus'd— 
The flame of life ſtill quiver'd on her lip, 

The foul ſtill loiter'd in the tepid pulſe, 

Again the rais'd her languid eye, recall'd | 


Her flitting ſoul, and ſweetly mournful cried, 


„O William! faithleſs youth! I do forgive thee,” 
| And 


( 125 ) 
And here the laſt convulſive deathful pang, 
To diſſolution hove her ſhiv'ring frame; 


And Death with icy finger ſeal'd her woes. 


Father of Mercies! God of vengeance! oh g 
How awful, how myſterious are thy ways! 
If ſuicide &er meets compaſlion at the throne, 
Of heaven inſulted, ſure it is the maid, 
Who falls to guilt, incautiouſly decoy'd. 
Fair was her form and delicately ſhap'd; 
And beauty ſtill as loath to quit the ſeat, 
Where long unrivall'd, it had borne amay. 
The adulation of each ſighing heart, 
Still linger'd there—not eighteen annual ſuns, 


Had leen her graces and her kindling charms, 


Where is the villain? I exclaim'd, this wretch ? 


This more than murderer? has he the look, 
The ſoul, the heart he has not of : man? 
Flaſh all ye lightnings of vindinctive hate 
O for the bolts of heaven! to blaſt, to fire, 


The fiend, the monſter to his native hell, 


( 126 ) 


Unhappy damſel! may thy image haunt 

His troubled mind—aſleep, awake, mayſt thou 
Be with him ſtill may every ſcene preſent, 
And every guſt that blows, reiterate, 

Ruin'd Eliza! thrice unhappy maid! 


Where are thy friends? thy parents where? 
Was it for this a fondeſt mother, oft 


Preſt thee extatic to her flutt'ring breaſt? 

While tearful joy bedew'd her mantlin 9 cheek, 
And all the feeling mother labor'd forth? 

For this a father too, with rapturous pride, | 
Oft ſnatched thee from her arms, to print the kifs 
Of tenderneſs, to wave thee on his knee, 

Or dandle in his arms ! where are they now? | 
Unfeeling, cruel parents! who could caſt 

On an unpitying world, their hapleſs child, 

Oh! could not Nature, could not all the ties, 
That twiſt with every fibre round the heart, 


Suffice to veil for once a daughter's ſhame? 


No here ſhe lies, from parents, all, remote 


( 327 ) 
No weeping friends, no ceremonious rite, 

No breathing requiems, and no holy bier; 
No pious hand, to deck her unſmooth'd ſod, 
With earlieſt flower; no ſtream from pity's eye 
| In ſweet oblation to her troubled ghoſt ; 
Save what the muſe in pious tribute gives, 


Save the ſmall rill that trickles from mine eye. 


THE SLAVE. 


RurNTEIA! deep with grief oppreſt, 

For thee I pour a joyleſs ſtrain; 

How beats my heart! how reeks my breaſt! 
Oer all thy grief, Oer all thy pain, 


O Liberty! for ever dear! 
Thou ſacred, unextinguiſh'd flame! 


But peace my ſoul, the thought forbear, 


Nor hope for what 'tis death to name. 


Let 
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Let Grief at leaſt diſcharge her moan, 
And Slavery unſluice her care; 
But no—my boſom, huſh thy groan, 
Thy rebel ſigh, thy treaſon tear, 

O Liberty, &c. 


Rhenybia! yet the time may be, 
(To think at leaſt is not a crime) 
When Freedom's nerve ſhall ſtrike for thee ; 
Shall daſh thy chains, and hail thy clime, 
O Liberty, &c. 


Dear thought! as to the mother's breaſt, 
The infant clings, ſo cling to mine ; 
Ever careſſing and careſt, : | 
Nor imag'd any form but thine, 
O Liberty, Kc. 


10 


TO 4 FEMALE FRIEND, 
„„ | 


Sick now by rude Adverſitys decree, 
Maria, I am doom'd to part from thee; 
To roam deſpondent on ſome diſtant more, | 
Perhaps, diſtracting thought! to meet no more; 
5 Receive this little offering of my lyre, 

This parting pledge of fond Aﬀection's fire. 
Caution, my ſtrain—engender'd by the. flame, 
My boſom feels at Friendſhip's hallow'd name. 
Perhaps, fair emblem of unſpotted truth! 

To one ſo pure, advice may Fe uncouth ; 

But Friendſhip, "ever fearful, bids me mark, 
The lurking rocks that may divide thy bark 
No No for birds ſo many ſnares are laid, 
As baits t' allure the lovely, tender maid. 
Then guard, Maria! loricate thy heart, 


And ſpurn Deception with her protean art, 
| | 5 
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I know by nature thou wert form'd to.pleaſe, 


T' inflame to love the manly heart with eaſe; 


Thine too a ſoul with tenderneſs allied, 
Where all Compaſſion's ſacred ſtreamlets glide ; 
But there, Maria! all-thy danger lies; 
Where excellence prevails, temptation hies. 
Oh! never may that tenderneſs approve, 

The falſe effuſions of an artful love: 

Never may Avarice with his ſordid charms, 
Buy thee reluctant to deteſted arms. | 
Hear nymph immaculate! this hateful truth, 
This bait deluſive of incautious youth; 

Not every ſigh that labors from the breaſt, _ 

The true affections of the ſoul atteſt ; 

Not all the tearc that from the eyolide fart; 


. Flow from the fluices of d melting heart ; 
Oh! warn'd by Friendſhip's voice, this ſybil ſtrain, 


Avoid the cup where thouſands find their bane. 


The Muſe, ſubſervient to the flowing heart, 


Could yet a train of wiſhful thoughts impart, 
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But chief—let Virtue in thy vernal hour 
Adorn thy bloom and beautify thy Ao 
Still to her warm, her pure impreſſions rae, 
Give her thy hand and all her paths purſue. 7 
And, O! may all the powers above, defend 
From Evil's blaſts, the bloſſom of my friend! 
May never tempeſt with its black allay, 85 
Blot the fair ſunſhine of thy riſing day! | 
But ſtill may Innocence with ſhielding wing, 
O'er all thy paths her blooming roſes fling. 
Unvext by care may life's ſmooth current flow, 


And tears of joy be all the tears you know! 


Thus prays thy friend—a youth whom adverſe fate 


Has long oppoſed with unremitting hate: 


Vet who, if Fortune ſhould his ways attend, 


Would prove him not unworthy of his friend, 
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THE SIGH AND TEAR. 


Resvoxsy E to our vatying cares, 
How prone the human breaſt to ſigh ! 
How oft alarm'd by doubts and fears, 


Will genial ſorrow melt the eye! 


A ſigh—that ſomething which no art, 
Of pen or pencil can deſign ; 

The offspring of a lab'ring heart, 
The balmy breath of ſoul divine, 


A tear—that herald of the ſoul, 
And bright interpreter ſo true; 
The eloquence of ſure controul, 


The pearly drop of heav'nly dew, 


Firfr 
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Firſt Love and Beauty to mine eye, 
In all her charms and grace drew near; 
My boſom hove the deepen'd figh, 
My eye conteſt th' impaſſion'd tear. | 


From much-lov'd friends condemn'd to fly, 
Stern Abſence gave her frown ſevere; 
] flew away—put up the /izh, 


And drop'd the unavailing tear, 


Life's ills ſucceſſive paſs'd me by, 
And each of ſorrows claim'd its ſhare; | 
To each I gave the feeling fizh 


To each a tributary tear. 


But now, ſweet thought! the time is nigh, 
When I no more theſe griefs ſhall bear; 
No more be doom'd to raiſe the figh, 


No more to ſhed the frequent tear. 
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LINES 
OCCASIONED BY HEARING 
THE REV. MR. DE COURCY, VICAR OF ST, 
 ALKMOND's, SALOP, PREACH. 


t And thoſe who came to ſcoſt, remain'd to pray.” 


DESERTED VILLAGE. 


How {ſweet the voice of Chriſtian love! 
How fervent ! yet low meek ! 

What heart ſo ſtern but muſt approve, 
When thus ſhe deigns to ſpeak? 


Here Atheiſt! thou who dar'ſt arraign, 
The untathomable God ; 


And mocking heaven with proud diſdain, 
Uſurp'ſt his ruling rod! 


Here, lift! and let thy boſom own, 


Conviction's conquering power; 


Replace 
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Replace thy maker on his throne, 


Confeſs him—and adore. 


And thou mad deiſt! who haſt nurſt, 
The ſpurious baſtard brood, 


Begat by unbelief accurſt; 
And ſcoff'd a bleeding God ! 


Here to aſſuring Faith attend, 
The ſuaſive voice of heav'n ;; 


Thy ſtubborn knee to Jeſus bend, 


To him be honor giv'n. 
| Ve. 


Sinner ! and alien to the grace, 
And look of Charity! 
Here come and taſte the ſweets of peace, 


And wipe a contrite eye, 


Here Zeal with Truth dire&s the way ; 
And Faith and Virtue kils : 
And here the apoſtolic key, 
That opes the gates of bliſs, 
; | AN 
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AN ELEGY, 
ON THE DEATH OF A HORSE, 
| LATE IN THE POSSESSION OF MR. HAWLEY, OF 
CAURSE, 


——_— ——— 


HALL man alone engroſs the funeral ſtrain, 
And Grief recline but on his ſtoried buſt ? 
And ſhall the honeſt brute unſung remain, 


When doom'd untimely to thi oblivious duſt ? 


No—ſpmpathy thy tender power extends, 
To all of life beneath the bliſs-girt ſky; 

With equal tenderneſs thy ſigh aſcends, 

For ſuffering mortals, and the ſuff ring fly. 


Then with my ſong thine artleſs anguiſh blend ; 
Call from forgetfulneſs an hapleſs ſeed ; 


: A pa- 
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A patient ſervant and a truſty friend ; 
| Yet doom'd, oh! dire neceſlity ! to bleed. 


Torn from the meadow and the waving glade, 
Where thy kind Lord deſignd thy future days; 
On ſtern Taxation's reeking altar laid, 


Thou fallſt—a patient, aged ſacrifice! 


Poor horſe! now thou art gone, we love to trace, 
Thy many virtues, and thy true deſert ; 
The languid patience of thy honeſt face, 


Thy life of ſervice, and more honeſt heart. 


Thou on the bridal day wert proud to bear, 
The happy couple to their peaceful home, 
And ſince thro' thirty paſſing years to ſhare, 


Their joys and ſorrows to thy lateſt doom. 


Poor animal! oft o'er thy mould'ring clod, 


Shall thy ſad maſter and thy miſtreſs hang ; 
* | And 
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And dew with many a penſive tear thy ſod, 


And ruminate on thee with many a pang. 


| Oft bid the kindred ftranger turn and eye, 
: The ſpot where ſleeps thy clay, and for thy fate, 
Implore the pious tribute of a ſigh ; | 
| | | And thus thy matchleſs excellence relate. 
| 


EPITAPH. 
. \ ; 
Here reſts in this negle&ed ſpot a horſe ; 
Large was his ſoul, and harmleſs was his heart: 
Thro' wayward life he kept a ſteady courſe, | 
And fill'd with credit his allotted part, 


Not like us wordlings did he joy in Nrife ; 
Ne'er from their ſphere his ſober wiſhes ſoar'd ; 
He gave—'twas all he could to man his life, 


And gain'd—'twas all he wiſh'd—a gen'rous lord. 


An 
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An Addreſs to a Shulling, 


AUTHOR GAVE TO THE LATE SUBSCRIPTION FOR 
THE SUPPORT OF HIS COUNTRY. 


Go forth, my mite ! and join the heap, 
That Loyalty beſtows; 
Go guard our coaſt, go rule the deep, 15 


And thunder on our foes. 


Be not abaſh'd-reſign thy fear, 

That weak and poor thou art; 
'T'was honeſt labor brought thee here, 

And freedom bids us part. | 
Go forth—and when amid the train, 

Of glitt'ring thouſands preſt ; 
Should ſome proud guinea look diſdain, 

Be thus thy ſpeech addreſt. | 

| Tho! 
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« Tho' from no golden heaps I came, 


Nor boaſt a purſe- proud owner; 
A ſterling ſhilling is my name, 


And loyal is the donor. 


His debts when paid, he found me o'ef, 
And gave me with good will ; 
Oft wiſh'd me gold, or what is more, 


But equal to his zeal,” 


— 


I ſee thy little heart beats high, 
And pants in every ſtring ; 
Then on with energy, and cry, 


„Britannia and her King.“ 
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